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THE 


Now with the Greeteſt lips that love inſpire, 

The Pr1incess Rox thus addreſs d her Sire: 

O Sir, for once attend a daugliter's pray'r--- 

*© Reſtrain your fury from your people's hair: 

A thouſand bleſſings will their mouths beſtow, 

« Andev'ry heart with gratitude o'erflow : mw 

For ſuch a vict ry, who would give a fig? 

Pray, Sir, don't make them wear a naſty wig.” 

Such ſounds, ſo ſweet, that moſt divinely broke, 

As might have mollified the ſturdy oak, 

Were fruitleſs doom d on royal ears to fall 

Yet Mufic drove the Devil out of Saul ! 

To nzx the Kine, with moſt aſtoniſh'd eyes, 

And furly wrinkled brows ſo ſtern, replies: 
Vor. IV. 3 «© What, 
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« What, what? not ſhave em, ſhave em, now they're 
caught F 

” What! have this pretty hubbub all for nought ? 

4 No, no, girl; no, girl; no, girl; no, girl—-no 
« Beg on till doomſday, girl—it ſhan't be ſo. 
How, how, pray, would it look, how, how, pray, 
look? 

0 People would ſwear I could not ſhave a Cook. 

6  Tou call wigs naſty, Mis? Fine ſpecch, indeed ! 
Don't, don't you ſee I ve one upon my head ? 

% Go back, go back, Miss Pext,” he bluntly cried ; 
Then with his elbow puſh d thenymph-afide « — 
Although the Monarch did not box her ears, 

He drown'd the radiance of her eye with tears. 


Far from the wrathful King the Map withdrew, 
An veil'd her modeſt beunties from his view. | / 
Thus when the virgin Mon x her bluſhes ſpreads, 
And paints with pureſt ray the mountain heads ; - 
Behold, thoſe/bluſhes fo divine to ſhroud, 

The ſurly Boxsas gathers ev'ry cloud ; 

Bids the huge pbalanx ſcek the ſmiling Eaſt, 

And blot the luſtre. of her crimſon veſt ; 

From pole to pole extends the black ning band ; - 
Cloud prefling cloud, obeys his rude command: 


* 
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In tears ſhe moves away, the heav'nly; Map, 
And leaves him 2 of the mighty fade. 


og oy wits 01 

Nov 8 in a. 
The fair Aveusra caſt a pitying eye; i 
And whiſper'd to her Sire a tender pray r, 


— J 
*.5 -— — 


To fave from. razor-rage the heads of n. 
When lo, the King! 

c What, you too, Miſs, „ gba 1 
„ You, you, top, Miſs, an enemy to fave ere 

Mute was the Maid ; when ſoft from King and 

Cooks, Fo Ny. 

Concern'd, ſhe ſhrunk away, with ſwerteſt looks :/? 
Thus, oer a murky eloud the Moog ſo bright, 
Off gives a peep of momentary light; if 
Much as to ſay, I wiſh my ſmiles to grant, 
To cheer you darkling mortals, but I can't.“ 
Sing, heav'nly Goppess, how the Cooks behav'd, 
Who ſwore they'd all be d—n'dere they'd be ſhay'd; 
Who penn'd to MajzsTy the bold petition, 
And daring fum'd with rebel oppofitian ! 


Cow'd, cow'd, alas ! the Lords of ſaucepans feel 
Each heart fo val'rous ſunk into the heel: 
B 2 And 
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And lo, each threat'ning- Amazonian Dame, 
For lo, of Majeſty the pow 'rful blaze, | 
His eoat's bright gold; and eyeball's rolling gau, 
Juſt like the light that cover'd ſad Samr PAUL, 75 
Flaſh'd on their viſuges, and ſmote them all! 
Who coull have thought that things — have 
een eee V 
Fart ſeemingly ee eee 105 
Such ſtately reſolutiom in the Co v1 (4 + 
Buch fierce demeandur in their ſpouſes looks 
But thus in Weſtern India Jove ordainTs 
At times an aſpect wild of hurricane: 5 
Dark grow#theſky; with gleams of threat ning red: 
All nature dumb, the ſmalleft aephyr dead— | 
Bird, beaſt, and mortal, trembling, * ain, 
Expectant of the tempeſt s mighty willi 
Tremendous pauſe I hen lo, by inte 
Light meits the maſs ; with life returns the breeze ; 4 
And Daxczrz:0n-hiscloud, who ſfcowl'd diſmay, 
Moves ſullen with lis congregated glooms away. 
How firange” that Kings, with borrow'd plumes who 
.- ſoar; no! 26d Cay at / 0 1 114 03 
Should make the very euing · ma lers adore 
d 8 Strange 
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Strange that therrealmy by lich a nee 
Should tremble at the Majeſty it gives {1/1 | 1. 
Strange that an Empire ſo much ws 1's 
When bounteous Majeſty a penſion grants. 
As not to underſtand, the ſtupid ſtune, | 
He granteth not a ſiæpence oſ his otun 
What's ſtranger ſtill, indeed, to people's eyes, 
That Monarchs and their wives ſhould ſeem fo wie! f 
But ſo it is indeed and yet I hear Ur af 
That Majeſty is 2 — er c A 
Wan's — tenet t abt 
The knees of Abona riom wäxing ſtiff. 
That bent fo pliantly to falt of State- | 
Cock-turkey GRANDBUR verging to his fate. +: [+1 7 
But T:Me diſcovers truth in folly far, | 
Folk deem'd a beam from bogs a falling ſta, 
And fancied thunder, all ſo dread, ador d, | 
The voice tremendous of an anger d Lord; | 
The lightning his ſwift yengeance—never dreaming 
That mortals, ever poring, ever ſcheming, - '' & 
Should find that in a phial they ſhould lock it, 
And bear heav'n's vengeance in their breeches pocket. 
In France, lo} Homacz much has loſt her awe, 
een Liox's paw : : 
ö | B 3 | Nay, 
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Nay, dates to fancy (an old tebel jade), 
Kings and their thrones of lite materials made: 
Nay, ſaney too (on hold rebel lion's brink,) 
That ſubjects, have a right to:/peak and tbink! 
Revileth kings, ſur ptaiſe and wonder born, 
Calleth crowns. fool caps, that their heads adorn; 
And ſacred ſeeptres;} which we berg adore, 

Mean picklothsHor the houſes of the Poor.— 


Thus Cur1osrTy no longer ſprings, 


And wide- mouttid Woxptr gapes — 


Heavens l. if Eqvariiry all ranks confounds, 
No more ſhall we be whiſtted to like hounds ; 


Fx EEDOu will talk to Kings in dauntleſs tone, 


And TATION * api 1 


Now taking nne . | 
His hand the Major energetic preis d; 
Cloth'd with tumility's mild beam his eye, 
He thus addreſs d the SovereToNn with a figh : 
6“ O King, you've call d me an old fool to whine ; 
« But I'm not 6d/&—ftillmany a year is mine: 


"=o Tho' white, as tho' from Time, my temples grow, 


«© In6RATEPODE's cold hand hath form'd their ſnow 
64 Grief dims theſe eyes, and whitens every hair; 
* And, lo, my wrinkles are the tracks of care 

cc To 
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« To tread Lavs's wila; urwvounded by à thorn, 
« Was ne'er the Tacky lot of woman- born. 
Man ſhould be kind to man, O beſt of Kings, 
And try to blunt the ills that Nature brings; 

Not bid the cup of bitterneſs o'erflow, 

And to her thouſands add another woe. 

« Ah! if a triſe can a tmile employ, - 

How cruel, Sir, to Ai the infant joy! 

« How faint of Happineſs the ſcatter'd ray, 

“ That cheers of life, alas! the little day; 

«© While CanR and Soxrow's imp-like hoſt invade, 
* And fill a fighing univerſe with ſhade ! 

© 'Then bid your royal indignation ceaſe, 

And ſuffer aur poor locks to reft in peace.” — 
He ended. Now with ſcorn fo keen infpir'd, 

And anger, uninvited, undefir'd, | 
Did Mapa ScHWELLENRERG, devoid of grace, 
O'er the Qvzxn's ſhoulder poke her cat-like face ;— 
And thus“ Mine Gote den vat a faucy vretch ! 

© How cleberty dis poor old fella preach at 
«© Bring him de polepit dat he fal be pote in 

« Jan beat de Mettodiffes all as notin.” — 

Now ſpoke the Syovsz of our moſt pris King, 
Who deem'da louſe a very nafty thing; | 
B 4 | For 


8. THE LOUSTAD. CANTO v. 


For folk of Strelitz are ſo ncat and clean, | 
They think on-vermin with abhorrent mien !— 
For cleanlineſs ſo much in Strelitz thrives, 
Folks never ſaw. a louſe in all their lives. 
Mine Gote l mong men an women, an de boys, 
* Goote Gote! make rout about a lectel hair | 
{f Wig be de faſhion— Dixox, take de ſhair 

© Sheet down, and don't make hubbub ſhuſt bkepg: 
e Dere's noting terrible about a wig. - f 
7 „Mine Gote ! de dae llw ad, * 
ce As if we put a tiger pon his head— - - 1 | 
« De Ladies now wear wig dos A 
6 So ſheet you down, Jax Dixon, ſheet you down.— 
© Cook tell his King and Queen he von t be ſhave \ 
% Egote! de Englis don't know how behaye !— | | 
Let Cock ſay 1o,ip Strelitz, ahl mine Gote | 
Pere yould be ſoldiers dat would cut der troat. 
Fou know dat King an Queen, you rebel, Jan, 
Can cut your head off in a moment, man— 
© Lord! den, you may be tankfull dat we ſpare, 
© An only cut off _good-fox-notin hair. 
« You know dat in our hiſtory you read, _ 


N How King of Englond e cut off ſubjects head 
06 Yes, 
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* Yes, pleaſe your Majeſty, the Cook rephy d, 
* And ſomething, if I don't miſtake, heν,. . 
Ho ſubjedts alſo cut afſ heads pf Kings 
f** But theſe undoubtedly are horrid things 
Wide from the truth then does the proverb wander, 
* Sauce for the gaoſe, is ſauce too for the gander. 
At this dire irony, with ſable look, - + + 

The anger'd Queen of England ſmote the Cook, 
Thus can the ſweeteſt diſpoſitions feel, 

And, when excited, ring a glorious peal. 

Whene'er it happens, (but it happens rare) 
Look ſharp, my Maſters---let the world beware. 
Thus water, all ſu ſimple, cool, and mild, \ 
So ſoft, it would not injure een a child. 
Yet, goaded by the fire; how warm it grows, 
Diſplaying ſymptoms of diſturb d repoſe } LAT 
Sudden it ſwells, and, o'er the cauldron's fide, > 
Foams the fierce cataraQ's tumultuous tidez - ' - 
And, in a twinkling, ſee the fooliſh fire. 
Whelm'd by the water, with a Whiz expire. 
Now filence broke the King Sit down, ſit down] 
Come, come, let every barber take his crown; 
« I'll ſhow ſome mercy, t yr, ye naſty pig ; 
For mind, mind, mind, Til yꝶ for all the wigs!” 
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At theſe laſt words, forth crawl'd/an Ax Dane, 
Sharp-nos'd, half ſtarv'd, and Avazrce her name; 
With wrinkrd neck, and parchment-like to view, 
That een the coarſeſt kerchief ſeldom knew; 
With bark - like eyes that gliſten'd o'er her gold. 
And, raptur d, ev'ry hour her treaſure told; 

Wbo of her fingers ſorm'd a comb ſo fair, 

And with a garter filletted her hair; 

Who fiercely ſnatch'd, with wild devouring eyes, 
An atom of brown ſugar from the flies; 

Made a ſad candle from a dab of fat, 

And ſtole a ſtinking fiſh-head from a cat; 

Sav'd of the muſtieſt head the crumbs, and ſees 

A dinner in the ferapings f a cheeſe: 

Whiffing a camp of pipe, à frequent treat, 

That gives the ſtomach fmoke, poor thing! for meat :— 

Forth hobbled'this old Dame, with ſhaking head, 

Like, in her crooked form, the letter 264 

The Palace-watch, and guardian moſt ſevere 

I | Of drops of dying and of dead ſmall beer: 

A Dame who hated idle dogs and cats, 

And trembled at'a rompus of the rats ; 

Nay liſten d, jealous ſcratching of a mouſe, 

Afraid the imp might ſwallow the whole bouſe : | 
2 The 
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The caroſul province hers, to ſell old ſhoes, 

Old hatz, old coats, and breeches, to the Jews; - 

And drive, with dog-like fury, from the door, 

The plaintive murmurs of the famiſh'd Poor — 

The Dame who bade the great S1 Francis ſell - 

The ſacred Pulpit, and the good old Bell!“ 

Forth hobbl'd Sue, and, in à quick ſhrill tone, 

Thus to the King of Nations ſpoke the Crone — 

« God bleſs us, Sir, why give me leave to ſay, 

* Your Majeſty is throwing things away ! 

* What! give the fellows wigs for every head! 

* A picce of rare extravagance indeed ! | 

Let them buy wigs themſelves, a dirty crew 

c An't pleaſe your Majeſty, what's that to you? 
Ju buy the raſcals wigs, indeed, ſo nice! 

* It only gives encouragement to lice. | 

* Marry come up, indeed, I ſay—new wigs 1 

% No—let them ſuffer fort, the naſty pigs ! 

* Lord! they can well afford it—Sir, their hair, 

* Coſts (Heay'n protect us !) what would make you 

& ſtare, 


* Sir Francis DAK ER. Verily this is a fact. The Baronet 
lately diſpoſed of the Pulpit and Bell of the old Chapel at Nutwell, in 
Devonſhire, built by his immortal anceſtor. The annual intereſt of 
four ſhillings was too faſcinating to be withſtood. 


« Hours 
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Hours in the barber's hands, forſooth, they fit; 

* Reading the newſpapers, and books of wit! 

c Juſt like our men of quality, ſorſoo td, 

% Each full-ag'd gentleman, and dapper youth 

& Newmarket now, and now the me" ape 4 

5 In clouds of flour ſufficient for a pudding. 

Lord l hat extravagance I ſee and hear | © 

Unlike your Majeſty and Madam there, 

“ Our Gaar conſume and ſquander, fling away— 

Nis rout and ——— _ _— n 
nen 22 | 

te Such eee ene. 

* Ast if the world was only made for noiſe.— 

« Would ev'ry Ducheſs copy our eee 

* More money in their purſes would be ſcenn 

% Her Majeſty to things can condeſcend. 

« Which our fine quality, with noſe an end. 

„ Bchold with ſach contemꝑt, and ſucb a grin, 

« As though a little ſaving was a finde din) 

Her Majeſty, God bleſs her] does not ſcorn 

« 'To fee a ſtocking and a ſhoe well worn; 

To mend, or darn, or clean a luteſtring gown, 

i 80 Work, . 1000 all * Great i in town. o 
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% Her Majeſty.at Frogmore,* day and night, 

Can to their labour keep her pupils tigt; 

oy See that to Milliners no trifle goes, Wales 

«© That may be done beneath her on great noſe. 

« Her Majeſty can buy a hat, or cloak, | | 

In ſhops, indeed, as cheap as common folk t' 

« She will not be impos d upon, the ſuys-— 

OO what a good example for our days! 

% When Paup xen dictates, lo, no pride ſhe ſeels: 

Could order ſhoes to come with copper heels. 

« Yes, Majeſty could nobly pride renounce, 

«© And make a handfome jacket of a flounte, 

„ *Stead-of laton gauze; Mn Great — to 
«, crape, — n 

« And, . 

Turn hats to bonnets, by her prudence led. 

« And clean a tarniſh'd ſpangl'd ſhoe with bread ; 

« A gown's worn ſleeve from long to ſhort devote, 

* And into pockets cut an upper cat; 

«© Cut ſhifts to night-caps, ſatin cloaks to muffs, 

« And "OT frill groat ribbons into ruffs; - 


* A 3 near Windſor, where a parcel of youn women, the 
Protdztes of Majeſty, are conſtantly employed in working Beds, and 
very well know the meaning of the phraſe Working one's fingers 


© tothe ſtumps,” 
1 cc Bleſt 
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4 Bleſt with the rareſt economic wits, 

« Transform an ald ſilk ſtocking into Mit:: 

« Transſorm tos (ſo convertible are things!) 

Een flannel pettiooats to caps fot Kings.— 

And then your Majeſty, whom God long keep! 

How fond indeed, of every thing that's cheap! 

« «Beſt is beſt cheap'—you very wiſely ery 3 | 

« And fo, an't pleaſe your Majefty, fay I. 

Lord bleſs us ! Why ſhould people fpend and riot ? 

* When-people can ſo ſaue by living quiet? 

« Give to the Poor, forſooth'! a rare exploit ! - 

« Catch what you can, and never give a doit. 

% To Savixa, every one ſhould go to ſchoul— 

« To my mind, GExNEROSͤTTT's a fool.— — 

Look at the Prince of Wales now, Sir, your fon— 
Poor youth | by Generofity undone 

« When was he ever known diſtreſs to ſcout, 

« And to a one-legg'd beggar ſay Get out!” 

« Inſtcad of proper words, as, < Varlet! Slave! 

« Go to your pariſh, to your workhouſe, knave'!” 

« In goes his hand, and out his purſe he draws, | 

4 Relieves the rogue, and violates the laws: 

« With puling Prry's tears, his eyes o'erflow— | 


« Plague on * lips chat never can Re. 
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« He values money jaſt as ſo much dirt; 
And to a beggar's pray r would give his ſhirt: 
His open heart was made for ruin rot it! 

« wonder where the dev I it was he got it— 
A pretty diſpoſition, his, in troth : | 
people ſhould cut their garments to the cloth“ 
« Beſides, Sir, there's another ugly thing, 

He is not proud exongh to be a king: 

« No diſtant carriage his, no loſty mind, 


« But all civility to all mankind; | 4-2 
All ſpeak their thoughts his friends don't matters 
% mince, 


« For nobody is frighten'd at the PxIxcR: 

He bids them all ſpeak ont, without controul, 

« And ſcorns the ſycophant who hides his ſoul. 

What ſort of king he'll make, I cannot tell, 

With ſuch a heart—and yet I wiſh him well. 

«© But kings ſhould be cloſe- ſiſted, proud, highflyers ; 

* Nay Authors ſay, too, Hypocrites and Liars. 

« But, Sir, I beg your pardon—to return 

« To thoſe ſame dirty Cooks that you ſhould-ſpurn— 

« Give them no wigs, the Beaſts ! for, as I ſay, 

« "Tis kindneſs and good money flung away.” 

Thus ended Avarice, at laſt, her ſpeech, 

With. praiſe of King and Queen, and faving, rich. 
2 Such 


18 


Les, yes, I think 'tis right, tis right and juſt— 


tut tobstab. canto d. 
Such words, delivet'd with a ſolemn air, 
Made the great Ruler of three kingdoms ſtare. 


Right, right; tis very right,“ the Monarch cre 


And on his millions rolls his mental eyes 

* Riglit, Misrazss Avarice, riglit, right; indeed! 
'* I won't buy wigs for every naſty head: | 
& No, no, they'll ſave it, ſave it, as you ſay— 
41 b t I won't, 1 won't, fling pence away! 


if 


mn attic hard; 


That good intentions ſhould be quickly marr'd 6 


Ah! GENTROSITT's a tender plant, 

Its root ſo weakly, and its beatings ſraut! 
SELF-LoOvE; too near it, robs it of each ray; 

And thirſty, ſucks the rills of life away: + 

Vile weed! (like docks in coarſeſt ſoil which ſtart) 
That thriveth in the cold and flinty heart, —- 
Come, come, fit down; the Monarch deign'd to 


| rave 3 
Cooks, cooks; fit down Come, Barbers, ſnave, 


Indeed you muſt be ſhav d you muſt, you muſt. 


.« Cooks muſt not over Kings and Princes tow'r— 


« Muſt ſhow the world that we have got ſome pow r. 
Thus 
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Thus, by Ambition fir'd, the Monarch ended 
A ſpeech to be tranſcended; but not mended. 
What diff*rent roads to/Pams, AwmsiTron takes! 
What hubbub in this -under-world ſhe makes! 
AMs1T10n, the Queen-paſſion of the ſoul— 
Ev'n Love, ſweet Lovz, indeed, has leſs controul. 
AMz1TION makes the wiſe a fool at Court; 
Aunrrrox drowns an Alderman in port: 
AMBITIOx ſpurs our Gx RAx in plays to ſpout— 
Spurr'd Six Jon Dicx'to gain a ſtar by Croute; 
Bade Layy Maxx for a eunuch ſigh, U 
And Richztonp unto battles turn his eye, 
To beam the cynoſure of Bagſhot wars, 
And give PosrERIT a Britiſh Mars. | 
AmziTion bade ſour JounsoNn lick the throne, 
And blink at ev'ry merit but his'own; YT 
Bos wer with praiſe a Hottentot befinear; 
And give his country up to lead à Bear. 
Augrriom bade Six WILL make new, old Jugs, | 


And bake his immortality in mugs : 

Bade round the world the fam'd SN Josten float, 

To kiſs QuꝝEN OBtrxa in the boat; 70 

And ſpurs him now his blood's laſt drop to ſhed; ' 

In queſt of butterflies without a head, 1, oh g! 
AMBITION. 
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Aunrriox nobly ſpurr d the King of Mex 

To walk through HzzscueLL's tube and back agen j 

A deed whoſe Jufire, Exvx muſt allow, ), 

Deep plann'd at Windſor, and perform'd at Slough 1%. 

AMs1TIon fpurr'd the Max of royal birth, | 

To humble Mapa ScuwELLENBERG to earth; 

Thus to the gardens of Imperial Kew, 

When eee for health, with- 

drew, 10 t! 

And round the gn of that fam'd abode, 

Sublimely ambling, on a-Jack-aſs rode; 

Lo, Majxsry ſo ſly, with ſtick and pin, 5 

Drove the ſharp miſchief 1 Jacx's frighten qi 
fei ö 

When, la, the beaſt, with ſudden ſtart and bound, 

Wild plunging, hurl'd the Lapy to the ground; 

| Where, lo, ſuch things appear'd (her legs I mean) 

As never ought by mortals to be ſeen; 

Legs that ne et ſaw, ye Gods! the ſun before 

Such legs ! as ſet Great Ceſar in a rar. 

AmMs1TION bids the man of ropes, or figs, 

Or fiſh, or braſs; or foolſcap, peas, or pigs, 

Sigh for the golden chain, and coach ſo fair; 

In ſhort, to ſhine the City's fun—Loxp Mar's ! 


TT A village near Windſor, the reſidence of Dr. Herſchell. 
1 Bleſt 
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Bleſt man l in pomp to viſit at St. James, 

And pour his gilded barges on the Thames; 

Derour with Nobles, in th' Egyptian hall, 

And trip it with a Ducheſs at the ball ! 

Rich honours ! but what pity my Lox D MAxv'R 
Should loſe, at length, his chain and coach ſo fair, 
And gorgeous gown, and wig,. and bright attire, 

And converſe ſweet of Lord, and Knight, and Squire; 
Sheriffs, and Councilmen, and Common Hunt, 

To ſweat with candles, or with hogs to grunt; 

Bid car, for greaſy mutton-lights, adieu; 

Drop wigs for night-caps, robes for apron blue; 

And quit of JusTics the celeſtial ſcales, 

To weigh cheeſe, ſugar, tallow, or hobnails | 

Inſtead of queſtions from the beſt of Kings, 

On ſolid matters, con ſequential things 

To hear a raggamuffin in his ſhop— 

* Soap, Maſter Guttle, quick, a pound of ſoap 
With ſuch a careleſs, broad, irrey'rent ftare, 

As though the Chandler ne'er had been Lord Mayr! 
But fo it is—poar Mx xrr oft complains ! 
Bleſt is the mortal born with Gooſe's brains! 
What ſignifies the wiſdom of the ſchools, 

If * wh only will make love to Fools? 


C 2 Now 
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Now to the Cooks, O wand'ring Muſe, return 
For, lo, our readers with impatience burnnn 


Aw'd by the voice of King, and Queen, and Page, 
And MADAu ScywsELLEnBERG's relentleſs rage: 
Down fat the Cooks, amid a wond'ring hoſt ; 
The Barbers labour'd and the locks were loſt ! 
Thus when Buxcorxs, oppoſing all the fates, - 
Defied, at Saratoga, GEX ERAL GaTes; 
Sudden the Hexo dropp'd his threat ning fiſt 
And wiſely deem'd it folly to reſiſt ; | 
Dropp'd in the Victor's arms (unlucky lot!) 
And ſaw his legions fink without a ſhot !— | 
Speak, heav'nly Goddeſs | was there then no fray, -/ 
No drops of blood effus d to mark the day? 
No fiſty-cuffs, no eyes as black as night, 
No cat-like ſcratches, no revengeſul bite ?— 
Nor fiſty-cuffs, nor eyes as black as night, GT 
Nor cat-like ſcratches, nor revengeful bite, 
The Palace witneſs d. Thus the Mute divine 
Muſt cloſe, without one drop of blood, the line 
And readers, baulk'd of deeds of high renown, 
Perhaps ſhall, grumbling, for their money, frown. 
What can we do, if Fats produc'd xo fray ? 
The Poet dares not make a murd'rous day 

4 6 Should 


THE LOUSIAD.. CANTO v. 


Should Farstnood's tale the Epic Bard defile, 

Which damneth half th' hiſtorians of our Iſle ; 

How could he hold aloft his tuneful head, 

Or proudly hope at Doomſday to be read; 

The glowing with of every Son of Rhime, - 

To ſink into Eternity with Time? 

Yet nought were eaſier than to form a fray, 

And bring a dozen Gods to aid the day— 

Yet nought were eaſier than to raiſe a battle 

Make iron head-piece againſt head-piece rattle ; 

Nails nails oppoſe, and grinders grinders greet, 

Noſe poke at noſe, and ftomachs ſtomachs meet; 

Wild-rolling eye-balls againſt eye-balls glare, 

The duſty floor be ſtrew'd with teeth and hair; 

Caps, petticoats, and kerchiefs load the ground, 

The trembling roofs with mingled cries reſound ; 

Legs of joint-ſtools; and chairs, their vengeance pour; 

And blocks, and mopfticks fly, a wooden ſhow'r; 

Raiſe clamours equal to an Indian yell, 

Tranſcended-only by the houſe of hell; 

Nay, bid old ExRk Bus, in ſulphur ftrong, 

Diſplay bis flaming cauldron in our ſong. 

Proud of the Shave, the King of Nations ſmil'd; 

Nay, laugh d triumphant, with his glory wild: 
">. But 
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But ſlill, to ſbew his ja/ftice; thus he ſaid— 

Mind, mind me, Gentry with the ſhaven head 

10 Know, know the Louſe belongs — 

* It is a Louſe it is—'tis very true: | 

e Yes, yes, belongs to ſome one of your houſe— 

« I've read Bouffoh—yes, yes, I know a Louſe. 

A pill-box then he ope'd; with eager look, 

And ſhew'd-the Crawler, to convince each Cock. 

The long-ear'd beaſt of BALA Au, lo, we find, 

Sharp to the beaſt that rode him, ſpoke his mind? 

The mournful Xanthus* (ſays the Bard of old) 

Of PzLevs' warlike ſon the fortune told: 

Thus to the captive Louſe was language giv'n, 

Which proves what int'reſt Jus ric holds in heav'n. 

The Vermin, riſing on his little rump, 

Like Ladies“ lap-dogs, that for muffin mump, 

Thus, ſolemn as our Biſhops, when they preach, 

Made, to the beſt of Kings, his maiden ſpeech :— 

% Know, mighty Monarch, I was born and bred, 

Peep in the burroughs of a Page's head; 

* There took I ſweet Lovsriia unto wife, 

My ſoul's delight—the comfort of my life: 

„ But, on a day, your Page, Sir, dar'd invade 

& CowsLte's ſweet lips, your faithful dairy-maid ; 
* The horſe of Achilles, 

| « Great 
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re Great was the ſtruggle for the ſhort- liv d bliſs; 

© At length he won the long-conteſted kiſs !— 

«© Lol mid the ſtruggle, thus it came to paſs; 

© Down dropp'd my wife and I upon the laſs; 

* From whence we crawl'd (and who's without am- 
« pition? 's. {is 

% Who does not wiſh to better By condition?) 

& To 704, dread Sir, where lo, we loy'd and fed; 

&© Charm'd with the fortune of a royal head; 

% Where, ſafe from nail and comb, and bluſt'ring 
« wind, 

* We neſtled in your little lock behind; 

Where many a beauteous baby plainly proves, 

« Heav'n, like a King's, can bleſs a Louſe's loves; 
Where many a time, at court, I've join'd your 
Grace, 

* And with you gallop'd in the glorious chace 

*$ Lovsiila, too, my children, and my nits, 

** Juſt frighten'd, ſometimes, out of all their wits, 
“It happen'd, Sir, ah! luckleſs, luckleſs day! 


Bb, 


t] fooliſh took it in my head to ſtray— . 


* How many a father, mother, daughter, ſon, 
Are oft by curiofity undone ! 

“Dire with ! for midſt my travels, urg'd by Farx, 
From you, O King, I ſell upon your plate ! 


C 4 « Sad 


- 
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% Sad was the precipice and now I'm here, 

Far from Lovsiitia, and my children dear 

* Who now, poor ſouls! in deepeſt . mourning 
all, 1 50 

« Groan for my preſence, and lament my fall, 

© N1TTILLA now, my eldeſt girl, with ſighs 

« Bewails Her father loft, with ſtreaming eyes: 

„ And GnugzixRTTA, with the lovelieſt mien, 

& In ſtate, in temper, and in form a queen 

c And ſturdy Sxar, my ſon, a child of grace, 

&« His father's image both in form and face; 

c And Diesen, poor lad, and hopeful Scrx Arcen, 

«© Boys that LovsiLLa's ſoul was proud to hatch ; 

« And little NtysLe, too, my youngeſt ſon, 

Will aſk his mother where his father's gone ; 

% Who (poor LovsiLLa !) only will reply, 

& With turtle moan, and tears in either eye.— 

6 Thus, Ss, are you miſtaken all this while, 

© And Queen and Pages, that our race revile, 

c As though our ſpecies could not life adorn, 

« And that th Arveury made a Louſe in ſcorn. 

ce Yet if to Genealogy we go, 

© The Lovusz is of the elder houſe, I trow. 


\ 
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« F'er God (ſo Moſes ſays) did man create, 

« Lo, our firſt parents 'walk'd the world in ftate. © 

« Such is the hiſt'ry of yqur'loyal Lovse, wa 

« Whoſe preſence breeds ſuch tumult in the'houſe g 

© Thus. Sir, you ſce no blame to Cooks belong; 

«© Thus Majeſty, for once, is in the wrong!“ 

Thus, in the manly tones of Fox and Pirr, 

To GrorGe, intrepid, ſpoke the Sox or Nir: 

Firm in his language to the King of Wrath, 

As little Davip to the Man or GaArR; 

Ordain'd, in oratory, to ſurpaſs 

The ſpeech — th' immortal ſpeech of BALAAu's 
aſs. 

Lies! lies! lies! lies! reply'd the furious King, 

« "Tis no ſuch thing! no, no, tis no ſuch thing!“ 

Then quick he aim'd, of red-hot anger full, 

His nails of vengeance at the Lovse's ſcull ; 

But Zeeayn, anxious for his life, drew near, 

And ſudden bore him to a diſtant ſphere ; 

In triumph rais'd the animal on high, 

Where Bexxxice's locks adorn the ſky ; “ 

But now he wiſh'd him nobler fame to ſhare, 


And crawl for ever on Blix PDA's hair. 
Yet 
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Yet to the Louſe was greater glory given; 
To roll a planet on the ſplendid beav'n, 
And draw of deep aſtronomers the ken; 
The Ggoge lun S1pvs of the ſons of men ! ! ! 


END OF CANTO Y. 
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M. rr. 


Yet if reſolv d to worry Wigs and Hair, 

And, Herod-like, not little Children ſpare ; 

Say, (for methinks the Land has much to dread) 
How long in ſafety may we wear the Head? 


"TH, K GUMENT. 


A W exordium, containing a great Comp liment to Mr. Pin 
The Pont ſagely adviſeth the Menu Obel to him the 
effect of Time on the 7 of Beaux and Old Maids—The hard 
appointment, by means of this cruel Tax—A great and eco 
Jupce's mortification ; and exultation of his fur-clad Nene 
at the tax on hair-powder—A melancholy picture of the Haix - 
DRESSERS and BARBERS— The Porr's eye (as Shakeſpeare ſayeth) 
« ina fine frenzy rolling,” beholdeth the chaſe of a powdered 
Poll; the capture; the redemption ; and puniſhment of the In- 
FORMERS in LonDoN—Alfo Poll-chaſes in the country, illuſtrated 
by an apt mile PETER exclaimeth at the MtNisTER, and com- 
pareth him to a hard-hearted Fellow that lived upon executions— 
PETER praiſeth Mz. Pitt's powers of oratory—He attacketh the 
pride of the MinisTEz ; wiſhing him to take a little retroſpect of 
humble days—A Kite and beautitul Bat-compariſon—Another 
charming compariſon of the Boy and his Txzunx—PEerTex telleth 
ſtrange and unbelievable things, and giveth two moſt gracious 
ſpeeches PETER praiſeth the two ſpeeches, and giveth alarming 
advice He exhibiteth a part of his political creed—PzTEz ſheweth 
his profound knowledge of EMytRrons and Kincs and Quaens, 
&c. and maketh ſhrewd obſervations thereon ; concluding with a 
compliment to Mr. Fox— PETER prayeth fervently for the Royal 
Family—The Por ſuſpecteth the effect of the MixIsTER's elo- 
quence—PETER prayeth to Mr. PirT— England wittily and 
properly chriſtened an old Cow; alſo Amtrica—The Port 
aſketh a pertinent queſtion relative to royal! exemption from the 

tax, and adminiſtereth laudable counſel—PzTEr gravely and in- 
geniouſly pointeth out a tax on CHRISTIAN SKINS; allo ſome (not 
all indeed) of the great advantayes of human hides in the way of 
trade The convertible uſe of Mr. Jus ric BuLLEx's tender hide; 
of the Duxe of GroveksrER's; of the Ducuess of CuusER- 
LAND's; of Loxd BRU ENETL's (the Lord be lp b m]); of the 
Duke of Ricumond's, &c. &c.— The Por aſketh where the 

PowDER- 
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Powpzr-TAx was born, and, like a certain GAT Max, 
anſwereth the queſtion bim/elf—The Por telleth the MixisTER 
a ſorrowful tale—A ſtinking, yet beautiful mile PEN En prophe-, 
" Geth—Serious and good advice to Mr. Pr T Political and deep 
_refleftions—PzTER ſeeth a viſion full of horror—He affecteth a 
ail, but jt ſeemeth to be rather the riſus ſurdonicus— PETER 
counſelleth (but, he thinketh, in wain) the Mixisrzx and his 


'Corlzacuy Hazzy Doxpas to run the gantlet—The con- 
Elufion, 
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A PLAIN- 


A 


PLAINTIVE EPISTLE, &e, © 


O Mticary Maſter of the ways and means 

To ſlake the golden thirſt of Kings and Queens; 
To gorge the cavern of each greedy cheſt 

With all the wonders of the bleeding Eaſt ; 

To lull with opiate draughts a Kingdom's groans, 
Patch ragged crowns, and cobble crazy thrones ; 
The modeſt Bax D, for five ſhort minutes, bear; 
Nor may the Musz's wiſdom wound thine ear. 


Sick of thy taxes, while the wearied nation 
Drags her laſt penny forth, and fears flarvation; 
Whole voice is loud, and daily waxing louder; 
Liſt to the ſerious ſound, and damn the Powder. 
To thee, reſponſible for every blunder, ' 

Her mildeft murmurs ſhould be claps of thunder. 


Pleas'd 
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Pleas'd with thy fav'rite folly, mark old Trug, 
Wide-grinning at the Beau beyond his prime; 
And many a Maid beyond life's blooming day, 
Whoſe curls his wonted malice turn'd to gray ! 


Lo, the poor Girl, whom carrot-colour ſhocks, 
Pines pennyleſs, and bluſhes for her Iocks ! 
Refus'd to fly to Powper's friendly aid, 
She bids them ſeek in caps the ſecret ſhade ; 
No ringlets now around her neck. to wu , -. «/ 
PnrLL1s muſt hide the redd'ning ſhame, or ſhaye ! 
At hee ſhe flings her/curſes,, Pirr, and crie / 
At thee ſhe. darts the lightnings of her eyes; 
And thinks that Lovs ne'er warm'd Him who could 
With wanton ſtrokes of cruelty, the Sux. 

On Sundays trim, to give his head an air, 
Poor Lyzin. ſhook the dredge-box o'er his hair; 
Hope dipp'd his caxon mid the ſack of flour: 
But now they execrate the arm of pow'r ; 
Lußtx no longer dates the dredge- box ſhake, 
Nor Hopes to dip his caxon in the ſack. 


Let 
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Vet en lber Mon,, KY lon 
The iaving June has felt a ftunning ble: 
His hawk - economy won't thank thee for't, 
Which ſtops his pretty nipperkin of Pur.“ 
Not ſo Jup6# BLOOD, 'who glories in deceit N | 
His life one murder, and his ſoul a cheats — | 
He loves a law, and hugs tho man who made it, 
G — den. 


: 
nols dig bn 


See groups of reno nicely all idle ſtand, 
A melancholy,” mute, and mournful band; 
And BAR BERG ete, who lift the crape-clad Pole, 
And round'#nd round their eyes of horror roll; 
Deſponding, pale, Hike Hos1er's ghoſts ſo white, 
Who told their ſorrows *mid the moony light. 
But fee ! each hopeleſs wight with fury foams ; | 
His curling- iron breaks, and ſnaps his combs ; 


© * Suchis the laudable moderation of this ſecond Sir John Cutler, 
or Mr. Elwes, that he allows himſelf and Lady at and after dinner 
no more than this little meaſure of wine! A fine example for the 
ſons of diſſipation ! Tt has been fuppoſed that the economical Judge 
has ſurpaſſed the famous miracle of the loaves and fiſhes, by making 
one bottle of wine ſerve for double the number of ſouls, or rather 
bodies, that have come with open mouths to Lincoln's-Inn-Fields. 
I dv not think they have gone away ſo well ſatisfied. n 


„ Vor. IV. = Ah! 
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Ah ! doom d to ſhut their moutlis as well 1 
For dead is cuſtomy. mid the world of gen „1 
eee g N h 

In faney how eee Aid V4 
I fee th Inmporamm polls of powder cbaſel, | 1, 
On this, on that, a Footman, Maid of Mop, 
Fierce as the diger ſrom his ambuſh, pop; 
Now in his cruel clutches ſharp and ſtrong, 
To Bow. ſtreet drag his pow der d prey along: 
And now. {ee the Men, in Mercy's cauſe, 
Redeem the victim from his ſavage paws; 
And now the tyrant to à horſe-pond draw, 
To quench the red hut thunderbolt of law. 
Amidſt our:willages, in Fancy's eye, 
I ſee Inſormers clinſe, and eulprits fl) 
Rude Pikes ſo hungry putting to the rout, 
Voracious darting, à poor hoſt of Trout. 


1 


> 


92 . 
222 — 


Who would not hide the temple's white ae ? 
40 Tour money, Sirs remove the maſk, or Peu. 905 


15 now thy language to a groaning nation! 
Prrr, Prrr, thou haſt no bowels of Gates: 


* Snch is the univerſal diſguſt at the Powder-tax, that many 
thouſands of the male ſex have already ſacrificed their favourite curls, 
to diſappoint the rapacity of a MiINISTER. 


How 


| , 
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How mean (for money ſuch thy boundleſs rage 


Thus to expoſethe eruel pot of RN ! 
Much like the Man art thou, and hard as he, 
Who let his ſcaffold out at Tyburn tree; 
Where, as the great and pious Doc rox Dopy 

Gave by:a'ropehis finful-ſoul to G m of 


Thus on his boards aloft, amidſt the crowd. 
Th' unfeeling wretch of wretches bawl'd aloud, 
(So anxious people's pockets to be picking) 
bo 2 W 6 . nn 

1 grant thine wc tous Fi i 
But TxuTz ſhould bear it company, I tro) 
Hyeocrtsy, the knave, to keep his place, 
Too often borrows Vin ruz's honeſt face. | 
I know thy pride vaults high—but what of that il * 
The tow'ring column often rais'd a rat. 1 
Though toſs'd aloft by ſtone-blind Foxruxx's pow 'r, 
Awake thy mem ' ry to thy humbler hour ; 
Though now a Kirz—ah ! once a Bat, how ſmall ! 
Flick'ring around for flies in yorider Hall 1* 
But, drunk with honours, © No,” thou cryeſt, * no; 
el thank thee, but I cannot look ſo low.” 


* Weſtminſter Hall. 
D 2 Thus 
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Thus a poor Country Boy to India goes: 
A ſmall portmanteau all the wealth he knows; | 
Arrives, with awkward legs and arms and mien ; 
But, ere a; twelvemonth paſs, how chang'd the 
He mounts his ctepliant, treats, wh—s, aig 
And, ah e 1 
i deo! | | 
Know, es 8 taxes tw 
Lo, generous M-----v-prepar'd to grant. 
Hark to a voice divine /— PitT, Prrr, he, Pirr ; 
No more, no more ſor taxes whet thy wit; 
ec I'll pay the ſoldier, and tlie tar | 
4 e neee eee . 
III give ny won ws duck, boar, 
As. 


% Gooſe, ein cock, hen n hill, al 


= K 


I 4 * COW 3. ” 
« And, INTEL "_ at Smit, Prrr, 1 
dene * 


„ Mine's the beſt . —— what 2 
yrs, mine: 
' empty ev'ry guinea · cheſt, and ſack; 
Les, yes, the people ought to have it back: 
| | « My 


I 
5 
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« My money in the ſtocks,” my. wood, mythays © * 
« Yes,-yes, Fibgiremyall, my all aw y] W 
“ Yes, yes, I know, I know the hounds are howling— 


«© God, Pirr, Tönt I dirt winch ike their Ir 


«c ing 2 : ra: 1 947! TE F 
cc He, he, grow], erte. what : ** 
cc don't go ri cht; ag. < F} , 


cc mp "___ . "Wy ere. tue dogs _ bite— 


\ FA 


„ Here 1 mit candidly ebädens CAA 
cauſe, in the affair of Hair-powder, I am ſo pathetically pleading, 
Such (ſays the Windſor Chronicle) was the unparalleled effro: 
of the inhabitants of Brentford, during the late unexampled 
when they ſhould have thought of nothing but dying, that thoſe very 
people, not worth a groat, ſtarving, ſhivering, and in rags, dared to 
proceed in a body, amidſt the dead filence of the night, with! their 
unhallowed feet, into the ſacred Gardens of Richmond and Kew; 
where they wickedly, inhumanly, and feloniouſly, cut down and 
maimed a number of trees many of which they had the impudence 
to carry away to their own ſcrub chimuies, to warm their own vile 
bones, becauſe, forſooth, certain GMA Props happeued fortu* 
nately to be in poſſeſſion of enarmous guantities of wood, during the 
great ſcarcity, and choſe not to give it away in idle charity, nor ſell it 
at the then current price, which had every probability of mounting 
higher : as though they had not an equal right to turn a penny in an 
botefl way, with any coal:/oed man in the village of Brentford. , But 
behold how they behaved on this inſulting, provoking, ſtealing, and 
trying occaſion! 80 far from advertiſing handſome rewards for diſco- 
vering the rogues, and bringing them to juſtice ; ſuch was their cle- 
mency, that they ordered the affair to be hyſhed up, Ty buried 1 in 


perpetual oblivion ! 13” 
1992 D 3 That 
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That would be bad, bad, bad, a fad miſhap— - 
H. n hes? Tſhould not ag 
of A; to dun thoſe carpal * 
Where truth and ſpeed and oratory ſhine. 


| 


LETS”, 11 


And hark, another voice ! and. thus it cries: 

< geef my chewells to de peepel's ſighs— 

« All tings from MisrRESG HASTINGS as I gote ; 

* Lgoef.de fine pig.di'mond® of -Azcors; | 
«Is, dat vich Ruf, geef, I geef again, ful be 


Rader dan fee de peepels ſuffer pain. 
© De Exr RO ee Lord 1 vil — 


* 9180 ” 


. Although, de duty coſs fo very muſh.+ , 
turn off Misrer Wrar;f'datiI dal; 
TIP Po point Th, Te mal 
Mang $0947 UNH, C2 4 | di | 
PAR TA e obtained by Mr R. con- 
MKirkting curious piece of 'Afiatichiftory,” . 


© + Tam really afraid to touch upon this tickliſh topic. The th 

on of imperial preſents from the India-Houſe to As 5 

was attended by a dirty Cuſtom-houſe-officer ; but for what redfor, 

"he L. of the T can beft explain. Tt has been rurnoured; and 

believed, that a ſmall order from a certain quarter can overpower an 

Act of Parliament; which, if true, maketh a ſecond cy nl little 
"David knocking down the great 24 of Gath. 1 


— ; „ * EK, 
t k * 
« * - Tr, » * 


- 


Geet 
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Gef up mine di mond ſtomacher indecds 
4 Al nee ee eee VIA 
165, ic, I gef up all, ſhuſt like de K, 

For bankrup nation be quite defliſh ting. 

Vat ſigniſie de millions in our purſes, 109 
** If money do profoke de peepels curics ? 14 7 
MWe won't haf tumult- no ſuſh ting muſs ſpread - 
Mine Gote baff loaf be better dan no bread. 
Peety to make de Englis peepels groann 
* So goote as poote de Prences pon de trone: 

„ Who ſoon, mine Gote l may take it in n 
« Vat ere ups man down again. T 


What unde of 2 ks to 3 8 (rink } 
Beware !---thop ſtand'ft on Daxcer's giddy * 1 


Din 
* Notwithſtanding her att 8 — in one wud 
and another, ſhe poſſeſſes the moſt economical circumſpection: Wit- 
neſs the following pretty tale. A Miſs J-n-r, of Glouceſterſhire, 
with her mother, viewing the Palare of St. James's, and entering her 
Ms dreſſing room, where a cuſhion full of pins lay on her toilette, 
the young Lady expreſſed a ſtrong. deſire for having one of the .- 
þixs to carry into the country, and was reaching out her hand to take 
one; when the Attendant, ſtruck. with a ſudden horror, caught her 
arm, and told her it was impoſſible to be granted, as her M—— would 
certainly find is out. D'ye think I might change a pin ? ſighed the 
young Lady, with anxiety. © Miſs,” replied the Attendant, after 
ſome conſideration, * it is vr her N may not find that out, 
put I'll run the riſk.” 
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Know, that a ſingle grain, or half. grain mot; 
May turn the balance, man, and heave theo der: 


- 


And ſbouldſt thou tumble down the rock of Fate, 4 


No ſeas of tears will wail thy ſhorten'd date. 
Go, copy the 600d 'Parn Whom all adore, - 


Wha un e ee bug — 


* : il BILAL 34443 agu3s 4-2 


Thor why tha) en bab, 
That beggars and inſults a — 6 
Too from my ſaul the Avarice IJhate, 


. 
| iſs : 1e. 


That, thirſty, r un 


Wiſhing ſvom trees (ſo keon the gold it grapples) 


To ſhake down guineas, juſt like pears and apples. 


No! let a Tirus, let an AlrRED rule; 


Think not I court a Tomour's'lawlefs haur, 
4 And wiſh a Mbb's wild am the ſword of pow'r':/ Fc 54 


Who fighs not for a King, I deem a foot. © 


Like thoſe were Europe's Monarchs,! i in my car, 
What from a people had ſurb Forms to fear? 
Safe 'midthe ardour of a rcalm's embrace 
Kings never fall. but by their own diſprace. 


e 


J murmut not at Kings, if good for augbt; + Sk any 


treats eee. 
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S VLATNTIVE EPISTLE, a 
- "Tis whiſper d that I never reverenc'd Throne: 
Granted · I never worſhip flocks nor ones 
"Tis ExxEcTATION's madneſs--- Quixote things, 
The man to titles and to riches born 
Amid the world of ſcience, how forlorn ! f 
To ſpeak, to think, unable, mark his air 
Heavens what an ideot gape, and ideot ftare!' 
Though lord of millions,” gilt with titles o er——- 


A ſtatue midſt a library l- no more! an 2 27 
He deems the butterflies of Folly, treaſure; im 
And ſhans chafte WIs Dont, for the ſtrumpet PTR 


SURE, 7 
'Tis'true, gay PLEA8URE courts us to the joy, 
While W18n0M to her ſwains is always % %½ũ 
The brain muſt labour, or it proves the ſport 
Of Wispom's circle, though it charm a Court. 
Seek we corporeal ſtrength ? the mine, the Fand, 

Of frong examples, furniſh us enow. 

Search we the fpot which mental power contains: | 
Go where man gets his living by his Brains; en 
Had CnakrEs“ frft popp'd into the world, Tw ween, | 
That world a very AF rent Charles had ſeen, 2 Hun: 


c What 
* Mr, Fox. 
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« What had ChaxLEs bon?“ 3 
Even e ts e Toro! 118 
That good, tat, honalt, weer ever.. 70 
mt rA 
O may of as n nn d 
Such Doves, ſuch harmleſs Does as now we fl bim 
Not Eagles, ſcreaming with infatiate ma w. 
Wild in our hearts to plunge the beak and claw !. 
And yet too oft, to damn the coward age, 
Our Iſle has trembled at a TYzaxTt's.rage. outrit A 
Thus mid the ſmiles of NaTuRE's fair domain, 
Where blooming HEAL TA and PIENTV lead their 
train; Au- | 
Where, rob'd with verdure, wind the rills _ 
And ev'ry vale teſounds with cheerſul ſongn: 
See o'er th Elyſian ſcene, with loſty head, 
The blood-ſtain'd gibbet 0 ſoul al nt mel = 


- 
* 4 #4 a 
eig 38. * („ 


4 N nn 0 
Too oſt ſor ame flow: 
ow 5 


* The lye Lord Holland, elder brother of oY Fox.” | 


t + In France, eilen, &c. are ny of theſe pretty won. 
ments of Pride, 


oof 'S ; . : : ; 
101 1 L : | | A truce 


1 


— 
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A truce to all ſuch metaphoric br eat: 
So ſoft, they drop into our ears with deatn. 
How like the ſnows, wide - ermining the air, 
So gently ſinking, kiſſing, all ſo fair; U 
Falling on fimple ſheep; and ſoon, alas! 
N i, with the courteous mals. 

Mercy to INN yield, the poor lan Cow! 
Thy buſy fingers have forc'd. milk eno : + (7 
Though frequent ruſhing the lank teats to tee, 
How patiently. the beaſt has borne thy ſqueeze! |. / 
Juſt ſhak'd her head, and wincing whiſk'd her tail, 
When oſt' thou fill'dſt a puncheon for a pail?2 
But now ſhe buſhing roars, and makes a pudder, 
Afraid thy harden'd hands may fical her adder, 
Think on AMrzrica, our com of or, 
Which oft the hand with Job- like patience bore; lc 
V pinch'd, and yet denied a lock of hay, 

Kick d the hard MiLxMan off, and march'd away. 
In vain he try'd by ev'ry art to catch her; * 
To wound, to . g, nay, knock _ ene 
her; 
Far off ſhe kept, where Love, where FREEDOM 
rules ; 


Mocking the fruitleſs rage of rogues and fools. 
Speak, 


— 
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Speak, Prrr, (for know at times I'm rathergull) 
Why from'thy tax exertipt a royal ſkull? I 7 
Why free each creeping thing about a Court: 
The grumbling nation will not thank thee fort. 
Let —— One et Abe l does: 

rot; r ͤ an CRAIN'S 
They well may club, to eaſe the Nation' > . 
Their purſe- ſtrings, nay, let all thy: colleagues gu 
Diſgorging a poor guinea from each mar. 


Loet Queens»'ry nobly pinch his Cyprian au 
And ſtately Commerraxy® her Faro winnings ; © | 


Let Manu S. e make up wry faces, R 
Something ſhould oom in troth from ſales of places. 
Say, what tlie tax thy brain will next provide? 
Alas! why not attack the Hyman Hide? 
Lord, Lord! how much it maſt the Nation aid!“ 
— b e IN mee 


— great 5 of na for e 


Muſe ſhould be, I have ſeveral times had it in contemplation to give 


this Dame a public rap on the knuckles for certain parſimony tu ſome 
of the poor dſbunded und faithful ſervants of her houſehold, alter the 
death of her fimple Duke. The tale however is too full of 


or SO rn os + une has rats, Live jmyortance (9 
. 


+. This great 38. one of the firſt Au- 0 England. 


* 
* 17 , #4 0 . *  - 
Oo * „ % £ 8 . mn ” i - 
"74 411. 29290 ” Sas 2 + 4 4 : "Tis 
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Tis vetily a/ſhame=-aerying ſiinn 
The world ſubuld beat about a uſeleſs ſkin ; Provo biO 
What's worſe, that ſkins ſhould in Wegen be laid, 


So beautiful an article of trade. nasm ani 

Think of the ſpatterdaſhes, 8 * 

And think thou of the millions people uſe nolan oO) 

Such, form'd from human hides, would brave the 
Weather. Pal orie ; 10 


And ſave ſuch quantities of foreign leather. \ 3; 
Thus would our Bzizaix annual thouſands gain, 
And rival all the cows and calves of Spain. 
Aſk'l thoa what other uſe our hides could boaſt ? 
Books may be bound, my Friend---the letter d hoſt: 
Caſes of conſcience, BuLLER's {kin ſhould bind ; 

Good ſolios upon mercy to mankind : 

GLosr8R's, à book on wedlock's feveet tranquillity, 
His ſiſter CUuBERLAND'S, upon bumility : Dial 
Bau pRNETLs, on beauty, witty convgrſation, r 
On manners, muſic, ratiocination : PF. 
Hawxss'zy, on fair, diſintereſted deeds : 
Eſſays on manlineſs, the ſkin of LxxDs: A 
R1caumoxD's, on coarage; modeſty, Duxpas's; 


State-ſycophants, a volume upon Asss : 
The — on eloeution, hay and hogs, 
Cern, Politics, tithes, civil-liſt, and logs: 
N mie 
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The ——'s, on di'monds; pearls, — f 
Old gowns, old petticoats, old hoſe, old n 000 
Good nature, ſtate-extravagancy-lopping, 
Pins, mantua-makers, ebenes god Oe 
Jo cloſe th Huftrious lift, and ſounding line, 
| Ons reform, RS b. hf 


MT.” 
T 


w—— 


"W-- # % FT * 


6 ſay, where firſt was PO ay! bod ſcheme? 
At Minbledon aroſe the golden dream; 9 9 
Where thou, and honeſt Roxsoty-bunting MARE 
Project, and re- project, and oft miſcarty ? 14 
Two Graxiers, cheap'ning hogs to fill your * 1 14 
Two Spiders, weaving lines for ſimple flies. 
Rich ſpot ! whence Millions take their eaſy wing, 
To bribe an Emprror, and reſreſb a King,“ 
Whete,-bleſt; ye bumper it in England's cauſe, 
Belch Oeeosrt1oN's fall, and hiccup laws; 

With equal ſpit, where each work ſucceeds, 
A BorrIE now, and now a NaTiown bleeds, 

Ah, Pirr! of late thy counſels draw diſgrace: 
The ſpring-tide of thy fortune ebbs apace. 

* His moff honourable Majeſty, our late good and frm Ally,/the 
King of Pruſſia, like the Gentlemen of the Bar, —_— I 


a refreſter before his Cannon can plead. | $1992, 
wil. | When 
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When reputatiefi feha#s; toil is van + . 

No naſtrum gives the bloom of health Wwe! 

No more (ſo grateſul to the ſenſe) a 7 

It drops, a putrid rarruſs, to the crow. oy 4 

I mark the pompous colammof thy ſame, A 

Faſt crumbling to the duſt from whenee it came: 

And ſee thy thund'ring day in fikence cloſe, 

While WtsDow' triumphs ofer the pale tepoſe; 

Too much thou courteſt Danger's dizzy height: 

The treach'rous ſands may fink beneath thy ſeet— 

Thy kite, that reeling, ſhiſting, mounts the ſtorm, 

May foree heav'n's flaſh upon thy feeble ſorm! 

Think not I wiſh with Satire's blade to play, | 

And, charm'd with man's diſgraces, ſelfiſh ſay, 

« Let folly root in Minifters and Kings a 

« While rank and thick like Aconite it ſprings, 

Delighted on the precious load I loox, 

And hail a harveſt for the Mvse's hook.” 4 

$1 LA 

Still to be ſerious, Prrr, before we part: 

Let Mer melt the mill ſtone of thy heart. 


How 
* To avoid} an ambiguity here (for I have been queſtioned about 
it,) I mean the ſweet-ſmelling ref of the fields, not Mr. George Roſe, 
of the Treaſury. 
+-I principally allude in "this place to the alia character of this 
Stateſman, which is rather marked with ſeverity. As for the domeſtic, 


3 it 
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How nobler far, for honeſt fame to toil, - D bs 
And change a Kingdom's curſes for a fil: 
Yet, if reſoly!d to worry wigs and bar, 
And, Herod-like, not ide children ſpare, 
Say; (for methinks the land has much to dread). . 
How; long in ſafety may we wear the head? | 
Enough ournecks have bow'd beneath the yoke; 
Enough our ſides have felt the goad and ſtroke: 
Then ceaſt to make, by further irritation, | 
n the ſole rock of thy ſalvation. 

of late lath 8 3 with þ.thy . 
Poon Punic Cabir ſounder d lame, quite — 
Raraciry too oſt extends her jaw, 91 
Freſh whets her fang, and points her iron en. 
The arm of VENORAXcE drops not lightly down ; 
Not quite a feather on a culprit'scrown— _ 
Pxorusiox vilely ſoſter d Hoxoun dead: 
ResxxTMExA's eye looks dangerouſly red. 


it poſſeſſes ſome traits belonging to the Jo.ry GOD. - Even Parlia- 
ment laſt year ſaw him enter the walls of St. Stephen, arm in arm 
with - his dear colleague and conſtant companion Honef Hanzy 
| Duxdas ; both fortunately conducted to the Treaſury Bench 
4 fall, by the boozing, reeling Drixrr, where e d 
„ the helm.” | | . en 
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Believe me, Piri, not yet is thine the realm, 
Not thine the ſhip, becauſe thou hold'& the helm: 
Such is the voice of Taurn l- perhaps it wounds 
Friend to thyſelf and Ex6Laxp, heed the ſounds ; 
Sounds to alarm—and let not, though ſevere, 
The breath of FoLLy bruſh them from thine ear. 


Vain is rough bluſter—vainly dar'f{ thou ſay, 


« Poh! danger !* 1 have met its trying day 
For, ah ! too often, boaſtful of his wars, 
Rank CowaRDice aſſumes the mien of Mans. 


Dim though hy beam, the Musz's eagle eye 
Beholds a tempeſt in the diſtant ſky ; 
Dull though thy tympanum, her nicer car 
Catches a thunder-growl from yonder ſphere ; 
She ſees ſharp Far amid the gathering gloom ; | 
A cloud of vengeance, black with mortal doom; 


But dares not name the MAN HOL Form, 
Whom GviLT has mark'd the vitim of the ſtorm. 


Now to be gay again—ſhould Faxixx riſe, 
The meagre ſpectre, on a S——'s eyes, 


At the Old Bailey lately, in the affair of Mr. Hoxwe Took, 
on the ſubje& of Delegation, when Mr. Memory MippizTON was 
beat hollow by the Pais MINxIST ER. 


Vol. IV. E And 
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And ſhould the; groan of BxITAIAx's bleeding wound, 
Preſs on 'the-ſhripking car —a killing ſound ; 
Be-whiſtles blown, and bells of children rung; 
The ſay rite little ſarthing ruſh · light ſung; 

Let dancing - dogs, delighting, form their ball, 
Whips craſh, and grinding hurdy-gurdies ſquall ; 
While crown d with chimhey-ſweepers on their way, 
In deep-ton d uniſons the aſſes bray ; 

Such as at Frogmore, “ form'd to pleaſe a Pars, 

The true-SyBLIiMe of Monarchs, a Durch Falk ! 
And as again, on Frogmore's happy Green, 

More ſhows-ſhall-gladden our good King and Queen ;F 
Suppoſe Duxpas and Tnou (a Princely ſport) 

Play ſome farce=character to charm the Court, 

And boldly run the gauntlope through a mob, 

That cwerrates, that damns the Powder job; 

Where Barbers, Hair-dreſſers, Perfumers, throng, 
To hoot and huſtle as ye courſe along; 

Daſh. with their powder-bags your brains about, 
With many a kick, and ſcoff, and grunt, and ſhout ; 
Each face with tallow and with dripping fmear ; 

And with hot pincers tweak each noſe and ear 


* A Villa neat Windfor, belonging to the Queen. 
+ This is abſolutely determined on, in the Frogmore Senate. 
605 Lo! 
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Lo! ſhould it miſs the royal approbation, 
Fl] anſwer for the plaudit of the NaTion. 

< 

Such is the fong—and do not thou, ſevere, 
With treaſon, treaſon, fill a royal ear. 
A gentle joke, at times, on Queens and Kings, 
Are pleaſant, taking, nay, inſtructive things: 
Yet ſome there are, who reliſh not the ſport, 
That flutter in the ſunſhine of a Court ; 
Who, fearful ſong might mar their high ambition, 
Looſe the gaunt dogs of State, and bawl ** Sedition !” 
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FROGMORE FETT E; 


AN 


ODE rox MUSIC, 


FOR THE FIRST OF APRIL; 


VULGARLY CALLED 


ALL FOOLS DAY. 


„i fue guemgue Voluptas.” 


n In various things (ys ViIkOIt) folks delight ;* 
And ſo it rea/ly is in our great Naticn | 

In meannefs, avarice, ſome—revenge and ſpite, 
Dutch Fairs, mock charities, and oftentation, 
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hab 14 44824 0 Le bylo-wafht urn alt 
Twas at the royal ſeat} on FRocmors GREEN, 

With BRlralx's gold, uprear'd by BNIrAlx's Queen; 

To charm a Court, a Princeſs turn'd her head; 


At length deliver'd was her lovely brain, 
And, lo! on Fxoemore's happy, happy plain, 
Wonders on wonders ſoon-were brought to bed. 


* . 
. : p ” ” 
. k 11 * 6 


* The reader will, at the firſt glance, perceive a reſemblance be- 
tween my Ope, and the celebrated Ops for St. Cecilia's day, by 
Dx pe, and Know, perhaps, to which he muſt yield the preference. 
In fpite of all the praiſes beſtowed on ArtxanvDer's Feasr, I dare 
pronounce it, a downright drunken Bartholomew-fair ſcene : the poe- 
try, too, not ſuperior to the /ubje#; whereas the Fxocuort GALA 
was of the order of ſubliniity ; and as for the merits of ny Musk oh 
the gloriovs occaſion, (though, indeed, I could fay a great deal i in 
her favour) my good old friend, the PunLic, muſt decide. 


als cs 'T was at the Royal Feaſt for Perſia won.” Ditbsx.“ 
t The Princeſs Elizabeth. 
E 4 Sublime 
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Sublime the Pain of England fate ! 


Staring with moſt enormous ſtate, 
The family of Ox anc by their fide ; 
With all the pretty offspring round, 
That ſtruck the mob with awe profound; 
Sweet STATE, untainted by one grain of pride ! 


And bold beſide them ſat each valiant Peer ;* 
CARPMEAL, and courtly CHESTERFIELD, were there; 
8 ſtar-clad 84 SB RT, TOWNSHEND, I. 
rob, 


The Guards of r SovEREIGNs—furious Fel- 
lows! 


With combs, puffs, W „their n bound; 
In golden letters, Gui xx Pries, around. | 
«© Kings love mean company,” quoth ErmunD BukxkE— 
Making, indeed, with royal taſte ſhort work: 


* « His as Peers were plac'd around.” 8 
_ To the ignorant in punctuation, this paſſage may ſeem degrading ; 
as though the PozT meant Meſſieurs Canymaar, Macxanus, 


TowNn$REND, and JEALOUS, as a part of the Peers; whereas no 


ſuch idea was intended. I nevertheleſs entertain a high reſpect for 
thoſe Gentlemen, as very uſeful members of ſociety ; yet cannot place 


them /o bigh—it is ſo aſtoniſhing a leap from Bow-ſtreet. 4-2 
+ © Their brows with roſes and with myrtles bound,” DAY DRx. 


But 


4 
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But thus K1xcs honour and-exalt the Low? * 
How the like Gop that gives the golden da;: 
Who through a little hole can dart his ray: 52 5:77 
And bid the dungeon with his radiance glow ; 
Nay, from its filth, too, bid a vapour riſe,® | 
And make it a gay cloud amid the ſkies! | 
But Prrr and GrEnviLLs were not there, 
To whom a puppet-ſhow 1s dear 

Too ſmall decorum on a certain debt, 
Repell'd the Paix from royal ſport, | 
Whoſe want of manners put the Court, 

Like ſour ſmall beer, indeed, upon the fret. 


No, no—the Covsrxs were not aſk'd indeed! 
Broad hints, though giv'n, by no means could ſuc- 
ceed; ; 
Nought could prevail, alas! nor tears, nor ſighs! 


* Witneſs-Lord H------y, Lord AD, Mr. G. R-sz, Mrs. 
H-----, &c. whoſe origins may be traced (as Mr. Bunk E emphati- 
cally expreſſed himſelf oñ a particular occaſion) & to the ib mul- 
« titude.” 

+ Not a ſingle card of invitation was ſent from Windſor or Carle- 
ton Houſe. Violent were the r-! diſpleaſures in the beginning; but 
the Poet, in the true ſpirit of Chriſtianity, hopes that he ſhall 900 be 
able to ſay, like the Liturgy, © As it was in the Beginning, is now, 
and ever ſhall be, world without end.“ 

N The 


* 
. 
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The Zephyr, that ſcarce moves the lity's head 

As ſoon might liſt Orb Oegax from his bed, 
And daſh his tui of waters to the les. 


> 


Saunt'ring St. James's Park were ſeen the Paik, 
While OT Fr06MORE trinmph'd in ber Tant. 


And now, to charm out gtatious Quetx r. id Kine, 
Aſcending on 2 public ſtage, 
The tuneſul wonder of the age, 

Hight IncLepos, began with bows to ſing. 


Of war he chanted—glorious war ; 
Of millions, millions, ſent afar, 
T0 aid of fling Monarchy the cauſe; 
. lo! the lofty GzzAT all ſmil'd applauſe. 
No to the happy, ſimp'ring, courtly crowd, 
| kk melting, melody he ſung aloud, 
A liſt of e Hanoverian hide; 
Skins of thoſe mighty men, by bullets bor” * | 
*. orth thirty pounds a- piece to their high Lozp, 
For whoſe greut glory and defence they 4 4. 


Dcar 
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Dear is Hanoverian-ſkinning !* 'f 
Money well is worth the winning - 
Fighting ſtill, and ftill deſtroying ; 
Hide-money is worth enjoying: 
Cutting, killing, drowning, ſtarving 
Soldiers“ ſkins are well worth carving. 


. And now the ſweet Thiornxkus fang the Pam, 
A la Chindiſe, that brought fuch crowds to ſtare; 
And bear the trumpery of the booths away +. 
And then to charity he pour'd the ſtrain— 


How Folk a deal by charity may gain, 
And thus, with int'reft fair, themſelves repay ! 


* « War, he ſung, is toil and trouble; 
* Honour but an empty bubble; 
„Never ending, {till beginning, — 
Fighting ſtill, and ſtill deſtroy ing: | I 
If the world be worth thy winning, | 
„ Think, O think it worth enjoying,” DRTDE X. 


+ Booths were formed, and filled with trinkets of the Windſr 
ſhops; purchaſed by /omebody or other of the inhabitants of WIx Sox 
at prime coff, and ſold at FRocwore at about One Thouſand Pounds 
per Cent, Large quantities were retailed on the occaſion : for who 
could withſtand the temptation of carrying off a lt of MajesTY, 
which would crown the. Fer with eternal glory, and ſupport a 


* 


And 
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And then he prais'd the Gzzar Man and his Daw, 
From whoſe deep heads the ſcheme ſo cunning came. 


And now he choſe a plaintive ſtrain— 
The Eu Ass v acroſs the main, 
Of poor MacarTxEr, and ſad iran, Knight; 
Forc'd, forc'd to enter, cheek by jowl, 
With hogs, dogs, jack-aſſes, JeroL— 
The fad proceſſion a tumultuous fight ! 


A Lonp and Knxicur, diſgrac'd, and tir'd, and 
fretting, | 
Amidſt the duſty hurlyburly fweating— | 
Ah Embaſly ! to which we may compare 
A drove of oxen ſent 49 Smithfield Fair. 


The pinions of J mportance Pluck'd, . 
Thrice to the earth their heads they C, 
And thrice did they with bluſhes riſe, 
With not a friend to cloſe their e ces. * 


— Thus 
+.%. On the dene eatth expoe'd be lies 
Win noz a friend to cloſe; hisnyes,” 0 Duvoux: 
To this degrading. ceremony of proſtration before his Chineſe Ma- 
jelly is aid our Embaſſy ſubmitted. But how could it be helped? 


2 4 Every 
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Thus ſuffer d BRrrisn MaJjzsry diſgrace, 
So ell ſupported by the B—-—x Race ! 


At this the court of FrxocuorE figh'd— 
And now he ſang of more and worſe diſgrace ; 
Sang how the Eur' Rox ſhew'd an angry face; 
Swearing the bold advent'rers ſhould be ty'd 
To a cart's tail, 
To leave the city in two days, 'poor clan ! 
When off they mov'd all mournſul, beaſt and man. 


At this the Court of Frxocmore dropp'd a tear; 
For pity dwells with Q— and K— and Peer. 


« Yet, O think,” the Songſter ſaid, 


** Of the pretty ſmuggling trade i 
« Count and CoßzIRR Ibis purſues; 


« Smuggling, juggling, 
« Juggling, ſmuggling, 
« Neyer mind the cuſtom-dues.” 


Every thing, to be fure, that could be Auiſed for the Bonour and glory 


of Great Britain, was attempted by Ambaſſador and Co.; but beggars 
muſt not be cbooſers. At 
12+ ® 
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At this the Court reſum'd, the cheerful ſmile; 
For ſmuggling cannot courtl folk defile: 

Courts may ſmuggle what they pleaſe*#— 

Mob alone ExchgauExs ſeize. F 


And now he ſung the little Bor, and old, 
That caught: the -SovEREtGN's wild and raptur'd 
gaze; ES | 
Which, oh! when open'd, a ſad ſtory told; 
1 n not a * blaze. o 


** 


What are 7 to weſtern Kin os? ? 
Paltry, ſtupid, Jin gling things: . 


* Lavy H iss und her yr Cura pati know wore of 
this matter than the Pog r. The fly nocturnal viſits of a certain 
GREAT Lap e, f from the , vp ++ 2 + BE notprigys. . 


+ A preſent, containing a ſcrap of complimentary rhyme, 1 nan 
factured by Kizxn LoxG if, iv anſwer to the Latin Letter ſent 
by the KinG of GEA NA (but not of his own. compoſition) 
to the EurkRxos of CutNa. Poor Sir GEORGE ST AUNTON was 
made overſeer of the Latinity ; but as the Knight had long forgotten 
his propria gue maribus, the literary wipour of à German was em- 
ployed for the occaſion. Are ou Univerſities 111 L 1N > 
Will nothing but Gottingen go don? In the facred name of Litera 
ture, what have our Princes imported from thence to affoni/h, that 
could not have been given by Cane and OxrorD ? Fe 
N. 'B: 'The verfel PRINT LONG Wee f! Kixs are in a 
coveſe of tranffatlolt, Ar be Chabad" * fe PUBLIC in 


time. 
. I Learning 
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Learning is a. Monarch's ſport— 
Wisnox never goes to Court. 


Now came a groan, that ſeem' d to ſay, A p- & 
« On all the jingle of th od DRVLER'S Box!” 


Of taxes now the ſweet Mufician ſung— 
The Court, the chorus join'd, 
And fill'd the wond'ring wind ; 

And taxes, taxes, through the garden rung. 


Monarchs firſt of taxes think; 
Taxes are a Monarch's treaſure :* 
Sweet the pleaſure, 
e Rich the treaſure * 


Monarchs love a guinea's chink. 


n) And now to Avarice he tun'd the ſtrain, 
= That ſuck'd the Nation like a ſpunge— 
2 And now to Disstrariox's madding train, 
Who in diſtreſs a PzorLE plunge; 


* © Racchus' bleſſings are a treaſure, 
1 « Drinking is the ſoldier's pleaſure? Dx YDEx. 
in What a poetical and ſublime compliment to the military of that 
day! 
5 | A People 
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A People that from ruin ſearce can ſcap e- 
And now the wide-mouth'd Court began to gape. ? 


Gaping is the mouth's diſeaſe, 
When a ſubjeft fails to pleaſe. | 


Now to fad Prance his plaintive voice he tun'd— 
Sunk by the wicked Sans-cvrorTEs ſo low; 


Dealing poor Dxsrorisx fo dire a blow ! 
When, mark! the melting Auprexct almoſt fwoon'd / 


The Soxes TER now a graver ſubject choſe 
« Who is to pay Performers that compoſe 
This charming Fete of FRO, E ?” were the 
words : f | 
with much ſurpriſe, 
And rolling eyes, 
The Cour heard ſy lables, that ſtabbꝰd like ſwords. 


Now voices came—* Mine Gote !—enuff, enuff.“ — 

„% How! how! what, what? ſtuff, IncLepox, ſtuff, 
ſtuff,” — be 

« Me pay! no, no! mine Gote, we haf more wit.” — 


c Go, go to Parliament—aſk Prrr, aſk Pit.” 


With 
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With loaded ſubjefts, ah ! we ſee 
A Fack-aſs in the next degree; “ 
When ſoon appear'd the emblematic brutes, 
With chimney-ſweepers on their backs, 
That kick'd, and ſpurr'd, and laſdd their hacks 
And well with ſuch tame fools the treatment ſuits, 


Off gallopp'd, for royal amuſement, the Aſſes; 

Mid the haycocks they ſcamper'd, and knock d down 

Girls ſquall'd, the Court laugh'd, and the Jack-aſſes 
bray'd | 

At the fight of the legs by the tumble diſplay'd. 

Now a CoveLsÞ+ leap'd down from their ſtate, to the 
PrANCERS, 

Musicians and Racers, Tuxs-crinDERs and Dan- 

Crs; | 

Shaking all by the hand, : who, in compliment clever, 

Roar'd aloud, * Kings and Queens, Fun and Frog- 
&© more, for ever!!!” | 


* The mighty maſter ſmil'd to ſee, 
That Love was in the next degree.”  Dxvype. 
+ © Tnais led the way.” Davpen. 
t His M—x was verily the happieſt Gentleman in the world, 
and (fi licet parwis componere magna) was as merry as a Grig, vows 
ing repititions of the GAL a ; but by what fatality it has not happened, 


not even the ſagacity of the Por is able to diſcover. 
Vor. IV, F THB 


THE 


RNO TAL TOUR, 


a AND 


WEYMOUTH AMUSEMENTS; 


A SOLEMN AND REPRIMANDING 


EPISTLE TO THE LAUREAT. 


PITT's FLIGHT TO WIMBLEDON ; ax ODE. 
Ax ODE To Taz FRENCH. 
ODE To runs CHARITY MILL ix WINDSOR-PARK. 
A HINT To a POOR DEMOCRAT. 
ODE To rur QUEEN's ELEPHANT. 
Tus SORROWS or SUNDAY; an ELEGY. 


Aude 
Ca$ARIS invifi res dicere. HoraT. 


Shame on thee, Pvt ! to CASA tune the ftring ; 
Be-rbyme his rare, and Weymouth wonders fing ; 
Saddle thy Pr oAs us at once—ride poſt : 

| Lo, ere thou ftart'ſt, a thouſand things are /off / 


\ | | F 2 


SIR, 485 | | 

I ALLOW you virtues, I allow you literary talents z 
but I will not ſubſcribe to your indolence: one little ſo- 
litary annual Ode is not ſufficient for a GR RA Kine. 
Whatever things are done, whatever things are jaid, 
nay, whatever things are conceived by m16uTY PoTEN- 
TATES, is a treaſure for the page of Hisroxy, Bluſh, 
my friend, that a volunteer Bard ſhould run off with 
the merit of recordiig the wonderful actions and ſa- 
pient ſayings of RovarTY ! As ſoon as the MILL of 

Cnaxrry was erected in WinDsor Park, | 


Lo! at the deed, the Mus caught fire, 
And ſwell'd, with praiſe, the ſacred Lyre, 
Sweet Lass ! ſhe could not for her ſoul fit ſtill, 

ImMAacinATION, on the watch, 
Op'd, for the ſwelling flood, the hatch ; 
And, lo! to work, alertly, went her mill. 


F 3 C05 


N. 
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As ſoon as the Royay Journey to WeywmouTtn 
vas announced, the ſame Loyar Musk 


Turn d her brain pocket nſide out, 
For * to praiſe the rout. 


—©— ——_ _ 


No ſooner was the noble ELEPHANT from Axcot 
preſented to our beloved Quzex, and moſt exronomi- 
cally, and moſt generouſiy teturned on the Nazos's 
hands, 'b#'tecount of his apperite, but the * Mos 

un gs bro —_ 0 | 

mY . 1 oor bat Proxunn 

ef! find Gwneri 1 to holp 4 
a feen ety bo 


* i 


No ſooner was a boat eb Minka, all. 
feeling, all- honeſt, all- arlirate, all-conflitutional; Lon ps 
o on board Carraix OxAcx's ſhip, 
(even before ne came to her mooring ) for the other preſents 
(fortunately without ſtomachs I) from tlie ſame kuowing | 
Nazok to her moſt excellent M----v, not to Mr. PrrT, 
and his Grace of PorxTrand (for Minifters-are cy- 
phers nozu-a-tays) but lo, the Mus, 

Attentive ever to great'Piaxcus, 
+ To muſlins tun d her harp, and chintzes ; 
2 And 
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And propheſy d of ev r Mk... 
That Scnw-+---—-6/would ſell than ad, & 
A circumſtance that actually took place; making, we 
preſume, a decent return — the original coſt, in India, 
exceeding TEX THOUSAND POUNDS!!! |, 2 
| | r 


In fature, then, my friend Pra. 


Let no man ſay I hate our Kixes and Queens, 
Pzixces and Drawing Rooms, and Leves Scenes; 
Deſpiſe the bows and curtſies, whiſper'd talk; 
I love the mumm'ry from my very ſoul : 
Daily I ſpread its fame from pole to pole— 
What glorious quarry for the Musz's — ! 
Aſk if the Man whoſe heart the chaſe adores, 
Wiſhes annihilation to wild boars, 
Or wolves ſo hungry.—“ No,” the Spokrs ux cries— 
* Long live wild boars and wolves ! God bleſs their 
e eyes * 


© 


May KIxes exif —and TxirLE pig with Kings! 
The Mos defireth not more precious things 
Such ſweet mock-grandeur /—ſo ſublimely gariſh ! 
F 4 Let's 
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Let's have no Wasninerons: did fach appear, 


The Musz and Thad ev'ty thing to fear— 

Soon fore'd to aſk a pittance of the pariſh. 
Such want no praiſe—in native virtue ſtrong : 
"Tis folly, folly, feeds the Porr's ſong. 


rur 


„„ 


W 


1444 


AND 


WEYMOUTH A EME NTS. 


pRO EMI U u. 


GREAT is of Haiz-rowDEs the fale*— 
Duxpas and PitT have both turn'd pale; 1 
Yet CourT1es cry aloud its want of merit. 
Counxrikxs have try'd with all their ſpite 
To fink it in OBL1vion's night— 


My Friend, the PusLtc, keeps it up with ſpirit. 


* My ingenious Poem ſo called; not Mr. P1TT's ingenious Tax 
on that ſubject, which, we are well informed, ſucceeds as miſerably 
in produce, as reputation. 

How 
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How often we have ſeen a bullying Cloud 
Attack the Sun, and quarrel too aloud ; 
Spit, thunder, lighten, frighten the two poles, 
Block up ey'ry avenue for peeping ; 
On this fide now, now on that fide creeping ; 
A ſort of dirty malkin ſtopping holes ! 


Sometimes the worried glorious Gop of Day 
Infifts upon a view, and ſhows an eye; 
Juſt as a Manager, when ſome ſad Play 
Is taken ill, and very like to die; 
Kens through the curtain on the Critic N ation, 
All hiffing, clatt'ring, howling out damnation. 


Thus Exvy, the vile hag, attacks my rhymes, 

Swearing they ſhall not peep on diſtant Times; 
But violent indeed will be the tuſſel; 

I deem myſelf, indeed, a tuneful whale : 

She ſwears I am not upon ſo large a ale; ; 
Rather a wrinkle, limpet, paltry muſſel, 

Clipging to beavy rocks, or wooden things. 

Meaning my loyalty, perchance, to Kings. 
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The Ponlic ſeems to like my Brats, 

Begot, indeed, with little pain— 
Whether it turbot gives, or ſprats, 

Behold another to maintain 
Thus, then, I caſt it on that Sea the Town 
If true, it feims'; if ſpurious, let it drown. 


ROYAL 


Cv 


* * * = n * = 
4 a - 
: „ 2 * " . " . 0 
. ti 4 = 
1 I 


o 71 
. 1 ; 


ROYAL TOUR. 


3.3% ann 


SEE! Cxsar's off! the duſt around him hovers, 
And, gathering, lo, the King of Gronv covers 3 1 
The royal hubbub fills both eye and ear, I 
And wide-mouth'd Wox DER marks the wild career, 
How like his golden brother of the ſky, 

When Narunx thunders, and the ſtorm is high; 
Now in, now out of clouds, behind, before, | 

He rolls amid the demental 1 _— f 


Heav'ns! with with ardour throu gh the lanes he 
drives, 

The country trembling for its teyanig lives ! 

Squat on his ſpeckled haunches gapes the toad, 

And frogs affrighted hop along the road : | 

The hares aſtoniſh'd to their terrors yield, 


Cock their Iong ears, and {cud from field to field: 
The 
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The owl, loud hooting, from his ivy ruſhes ; 
And ſparrows, chatt'ring, flutter from the buſhes : 
Old women, (calld « a pack of blinking b—-s,”) 
Daſh'd by the 1157 RING Liddrubas? int ditches, 
Scrambling and howling, with poſt—rs pointed, 
Sad picture! plump againſt the Lonp's AvoixT ED. 
Dogs bark, pigs grunt, the flying turkeys gobble; 
Fowls cackle; ſcreaming geeſe, with ſireteh'd wing, 


 . _-__. / ub 211 "3423.3 TATE 

Dire death his harſes hoofs to ducklings teal, s 

And gollings gab ! beneath the burying wheel. 

Thus s the great, Ron, when he ruſhes forth, 5 

Wich all his winds, Easr | Wer, and $ourn, and 
. Nogrn; 

Flutter the leaves of trees, with woekal fight, 

Shook by his rage, and bullied by his might; | 

Straws from the lanes diſpers'd, and whirl'd in air, | 

The bluſtering wonders of his mouth declare. 

Heav d from their deep foundations, with dread ſound, 

Barns and old houſes thunder ta the ground, 

And bowing oaks, in ages rooted ſtrong, 

Roar through their branches as he ſweeps along. 

He breakfaſts on the road, gulps tea, bolts toaſt ; 


Jokes with the waiter, witty 1 with the hoſt; 84 


1 
„ Runs 
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Runs to the garden; with his morning dues 
Makes mouths at Code iNA's; reads the news, 
Now mad for fruit, he ſcours the garden round? 
| Knocks every apple that he ſpies, to ground? 

Loads ey'ry royal pocket, ſeeks bis chaiſe; 9 
Wen ene 


* _ 


He's off ieee Lets road 
Purſue him, Prx - purſue him with an ade: 
And yet a paſtoral might better pleaſe; ; 
That talks of ſheep, and hay, aud beans and peas ;/ 
Of trees cut down, “ that Ricamond's lawn . 
To gain the pittance of a peck of corn. | 
He reaches WeyMouTa—treads the Eſplanade— 
Hark, hark, the jingling bells l the cannonade 1 
Drums beat, the hurdigurdies grind the air; N 
Dogs, cats, old women, all upon the ſtare: 
All Wzxmourta gapes with wonder hark! huzzas! 
The roaring welcome of a thouſand jaws ! 
S OPre, ſhalt T, AroLLo's fav'rite fon, 

In loyalty by PRrxx be outdone ? 


Great has been the maſſacre among the furdy oaks, to make room 
for the courtier-like pliability of the corn: tall, that brings more gri# 
to the RorAL MILL, | 


How 
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How oft I. bæar thy anaſter on my back 1». 
Without.one-thimblefull of cheering ſackkk!! 
While 2h50, (vot drunk, I hape) O Ban anne, 
Oft wett ſt thy whiſtle with the Musz's wine. 
O haſte where, proſtrate Covxrixxs Monarchs greet, 
Like cats that ſeck the ſunſbine of the ſtreet 
Where CazsTERFIELD the lively ſpaniel ſprings, 
Runs, leaps, and makes rare merriment for Kings; 
Where ſhatp Machaxus, and ſly JzALovs, tread, 
To guardfrom:Tazkes'xv's blow the Royal Head; 
Where Nunx and Ba RRR, ſilent as the mouſe, 
Steal, wightly, certain goods to Glo ſter Houſe. U Kt 
0 fay, ſhall CæsAR in rare preſents thrive: , 2 
Buy chbaper; too, tlian any man alive; | 
Go cheaper in excurſions on the water, clap bt 
And . of the mand 


T vers 


- wo a ww 


, * Beit recolledted | with — that a ſtone was flung a * our beloved 
Sovereign in St. James's Park, endangering his life; yet an impudent 
Rhymer thought ocberwi/e ; who, on MICs — to 
write the following Epigram 1 

Talk no more of the lucky eſcape of the head, 
From a flint ſa unwittingly thrown ; _ , © 

I think very diff reat---with thouſands, indeed, 
"Twas a lucky — for the fone. 


N _ Two ans who repair conſtantly from London to Wey 
mouth, when Royalty deigus to viſit the ſpot. 


N I Acts 
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Arts that ſhould bid his Pon rs boſom flame, 
And make his ſpendthriſt ſubſects bluſh with Thame. 
What though Ton W N _ 

Queens, Af rei a0 tog aut ea hn 
And, grinning, ey a them juſt as State NMuucbiuet: 3 
Much better pleas d (ſo fick of royal life) © 
To celebrate Sauiꝝx Poe and Puxcn's wife! | 
I grant thee deep in Attic, Latian lor; 
Yet learn the province of the Musk of yore: 
The Bax ps of ancient times (fo Hrisr*xv ſings) 
Eat, drank, and danc'd, and flept with mighty Kos, 
Who courted, reverenc'd, Iod the tuneful throng, 
And deen'd their deeds ennobled by': a dong 


Lo, Prrr arrives! alas, with lantern face! 

« What, he, . bæ—what, Prrr, kad more 
4 diſ grace? 

* Ab, Sixg, bad news! a ſecond dire defeat ! a 


a vino undone, and all the Cnovans beat 


4 Pr 


% Ha, he—what, / what ?—beat, beat ny 
« beat agen : Ef 7954 5 
* Well, well, more money—raiſc more men, more 


* men, | 
G 4 But 
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« But mind, Prrr, hæ - mind, huddle up the hews 

** Ginſomething, and the growling land amuſe : 

Make all the Sans-culottes to Paris caper, 

4 And Rosz ſhall print the vict'ry in his Paper. 

« Let's heat no more, no more of Corniſh tales 

«I ſha'n't refund a guinca, Pirr, to Wals: 

cant afford it, no—l can't afford: 

« Warzs coſt a deal in pocket - caſh and board. 

*« Pirr, Pixx, _ "_ my bailiff FROST 
12 ſee, ſee! ;\ | 

* Wel, Pir r, a as. bye: 

cc Keep Lowpox ſtill no matter how, they carp— 

« Well, well, go back, and bid Duxpas look ſharp. 

* Muſt not loſe Fxancs—no, F RANCE muſt wear a 
than! 4s 339 as 4 1 

* I. Faagcy won't frallow, eee = 

Some crotons are ſcarce worth | fimpences — he, 
« PitTT?—” 


The Pariet finil'd, "and [ft the Rorar Wir. 


Now Frosr. eee wal, Fadexs well, 


: 1 * Frosr, pray, | W 
& How, how: went ſheep a 3 corn and 
« hay?” 
(FEE 4 | | An't 


rug ROYAL Torn. 83 


* An't pleaſe your Majeſty, ar "t . 
rn F 

: f'1: 6 518174 
be 1 God! but ſay,” tay, do we rte. | 
plain? | W nian 
«* He, hes, will wheat begebe 1 a grain: * 


© hope not, Sire; for great were then A ne 
That WI psOR would be pull'd about our ears.“ 
CEE 

% Frosr, Frosr, no politics no, no, nn no: 

* You, you talk politics! oho, oho! | 

* Winnsor cbme down about our ears! what, 

« what? | 

« D'ye think, hæ, ha, that I'm afraid of that? 
„What, what are ſoldiers good for, but obey ? 

« Macuaxvs, Townst xd, Jxarous, ha; his, bee? 

„ Pull Wix psoR down ? he, what! —a pretty 2 f 

« Wi1xp86k be pull'd to pieces by the mob! | 

« Talk, talk of farming—that' s your fort, d'ye ſee 3 

« And mind, mind, politics belong to me. | 

Go back, go back, and watch the Windfor chaps 


Count all the poultry ; ſet, ſet well the traps.” 
»: gg 40 Seeg 
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See, ſee! ſee! STaciz*—here; here, STAcrt, here 

Going to market, Sracik ?—dear, dear, dear 

*I get all my proviſion by the mail 

He, money plenty, Sraciz? don't fear jail. 

* Rooms, rooms all full? haz, ha ? no beds to ſpare ? 

„What, what! give tray'lers, haz, good fare, good 

„ fare? | 

* Good ſign, good ſign, to have no empty beds 

Shows, ſhows that people like to ſee Cxown'y 
* mann 


The Mail ; arrives ! 1 hark ! hark ! the cheerful horn, 
| 'To Mazzsry announcing oil and corn; 


Turnips and cabbages, and ſoap and candles ; 

And lo, each article Gxzar CæsAR handles |! 

Bread, cheeſe, ſalt, catchup, vinegar, and muſtard, 
Small beer, and bacon; apple-pye and cuſtard : - 
All, all, from W ixpsoR greets his frugal Grace, 

For W EyMouTH is a d-mn'd e place. 


841 SB A appears, the Lord of fiars and firings; ; 
Preſents, his poem to the beſt of Kings. 


- 
— 


Great 
The honeſt Maſter of the Rox ar Horr. 

F This high Lord is really a 4igh Poet. His Journey to Weymouth, 

1 which I was horribly afraid would have foreſtalled mine with the 

| Public, 
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GreaTCxsar reads it—feels a laughing fit, 
And wonders SAL'sB' RV ſhould become a wit. 


A batch of bullocks ! ſee Gzzar C sau run: 

He ſtops the Drover—bargain is begun. 

He feels their ribs and rumps—he ſhakes his head 

% Poor, Drover, poor poor, very poor indeed.“ 

Czsar and Drover haggle—diff"rence ſplit— 

How much ?—a ſhilling ! what a royal hit! 

A load of hay in fight! Gzzar Cs Ax flies— 

Smells —ſhakes his head—* Bad hay —ſour hay — 
be buys. | 

Smell, Coyuxgrown—ſmell—good bargain—lucky 

load— | 


„Smell, Couxrowx - ſweeter hay was never mow'd.” 


A herd of ſwine goes by Whoſe hogs are theſo? 
« He, Farmer, hee? —“ Yours, Meaſter; if ner 
« pleaze.'. is "= 
Poor, Farmer, poor—lean, ** very poor — 
* Sell, ſell, hæ, ſell?“ —Iſs, Meaſter, ta be zure: 
” 1 pigs were made for zale, but what o'that? 


"RN gk 4FT 
Public, will make s appearance Go, and, Tack fd; "isto be 
2 with rayal annotation.” ' 8 CLOS HIT * 

* G 3 « Yow 


PI 


'$6 Tux ROYAL) ron. 
« Yow call mun dan; now, Zur, I caall mun v. 
Meaſter, I baant a ſtarling can t be cort: 

« You think, agoſh, to ha the pigs vor nor.“ 

Lo! Casa buys the pigs he ſlily winks— 

% He, Gwinn, the fellow is not caught, he thinks 
6. Fool, not to know the bargain I have got! 
% Hz, Gwmx—nice bargain—lucky, lucky lot! 


Enter the dancing dogs ! they take their ations * 

They bow, they curtſy ta the Logp or Narioxs. 

They dance, they ip, they charm the K — of Fun, 
While Courtiers ſec themſelves almoſt outdone. 


Lord Pavrzr enters on 110 hands and knees, 
Joining the hunts of dee with hunts of fleas. 1 


L 39% MI GE 181601 1 4 e 
Enter Sir Joszpn ! gladd' ning royal eyes 
What holds his band ? a box of butterfliesss, 
Gcubs, neſts, and eggs of humming - birds, to pleaſe ; 
Noots, tadpoles, brains of beetles, ſtings of bees. 


The nohle Preſident without a bib on, 
ho pr we bats. em log 
145 4 90 140 | 


* e . 
. Pedchamber ;. but as capricigus ipconſtancy is a prominent feature 
bn the Brunſwick family, wen be at no great diſtance, 


wy” | The 
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The Fiſhermen! the Fiſhermen bebold ! . 
A ſhoal of fiſh! the men their nets unfold ; 
Surround the ſcaly fry—they drag to land: 
Cxsax and Co. ruſh down upon the ſand ; 

The fiſhes leap about Gods] what a clatter | 
Cxsan, delighted, jumps into the water— 

He marvels at the fiſh with fins and ſcales} | 
He plunges at them — ſeizes heads and tails ; 
Enjoys the draught—he capers—laughs aloud, 
And ſhows his captives to the gaping crowd. 

He orders them to Glo'ſter Lodge—they go: 
But are the Fiſhermen rewarded ?—NO !!! 


Czxsar ſpies Lady CATHCART with a book ; 

He flies to know what tis he longs to look. 
„What's in your hand, my Lady ? let me know,” 
«A book, ant pleaſe your Mx.) Oho 
« Book's a good thing—good thing like a book, 
“Very good thing, my Lady, let me loox — 

a War of, Amexica! my Lady, ha»? | | 

4 Bad "thing, my Lady !-fling, fling haz away. 


rn pope piu e RovaL Pain: 
4 | crutches bornc-an object of Deſpair: 
f G 4 „ 


88 - "PRE ROYAL” TOUR. 
His ſqualid heard, pale cheek; and haggard eye, 
Though _ e Nang e. l if 


* Who, eee what e ener dor 


6 xs max, my Lage, ä Kinů»wzss never Knew. 
212108 <7" Goran hats foi. arm a 


« A falor'! ſailor "hes? you've loſt a leg.“ 


DUR cant aii wei ot} bs 


N I know it, Sir w Mn? Which forces N o hes 
I've nine poor children, Sir, beſides a riß, 5 
** God high dern g. the ſole comforts of my life.” 
« Wife and nine chiles” Heat; an alive? © 
% No, no, no wonder that you cannot thrive. 

«© Shame, ſhame, to fill your but with ſuch a train 
6 Shame to et brats for” others to to indie fs” * 

* Get, get a wooden leg, or one of cork: | 
% Wodd's cbeaß yes, bet wood,” and reg 
But i mind, mind Sailor as, e, e Heuf, Hear 
« Don't go vl Windlor, mind, and cut bb chick: 
0 © That S dangerous, 8 1 piace my my 


. $1 - 


„ Rs T_T tamil 


6 traps— | 
Fine ue fine things, for legs of bree chaps: 


* 


* . | 
uk » 3 . cc 0 
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«« Beſt traps; m traps take care ··- they bite, they bite; 
« And ſometimes catch a dozen legs a night. 


« Oh! had 1 money, Sir, to by a leg!“ 


« No money, he ? nor _ beg-- 8⁰ beg. 
How ſweetly kind to bid the cripple mump, 

And cut from other people's trees a ſtump ! 

How vaſtly like our kind AxcRRSsnor ME, 
Who loves not beggar tribes at Lambeth door; 
Of meaner Parſons bids them aſk relief 

There, carry their coarſe jugs ſor broth and beef! 


« Mine Gote ! your Maſheſty i—don' t hear ſuſh 
« ſtuff; | 

„De Workbouſe alyays gets de poor enough, 

% Why make bout dirty leg ſuſh wondrous fuſs ?--- 

And den, what impudence for beg of Us! 

's One e Katrogalitan, as well as the dcttents.Gadbilly of 

Mas. ME, are really tired with the number of poor creatures who, 


three times a week, have, from time immemorial, claimed the chari · 
table donation of broth and meat from Lambcth Palace. It is pretty 
well known that a ſtrong application has been made forthe remoyal of 


_ AN but hitherto without 9 
<« In 
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In Strelitz, O mine Gote ! de beggars ſkip ?: 
v Dere, ſor a ſharity, we geefs a whip. . 

Money make ſubjects impudent lm ſure— 
«© Reſpect be always where de peepel's poor.” 


How, e did you loſe your leg ?---ha, ha 7” 


« J loſt it, e Majeſty, at ſea, 
« Hard fi ghting 3 my country and my King,” 


« Hae, what that's common, very common thing. 
«© He lucky fellow;” that you were not drilld > 
Some loſe their heads, and many men are kill'd. 
« Your-pariſh?” where's your pariſh'? -ha---where, 
« where ?” 


we 31 | "ith o TH 1 4544478 Yar bY 


et: 
« I ferv'd my rorenticeſhip 3 in Mancheſter,” 


« Fine town, "fine town-—full, ful of trade and 
| e eee | 
| 6 Hzm, e he, can you make leather breeches ? 
| * 'Thele come from Mancheſter-- -there, | there I got 
| by | & em bt g 
on which GREAT Cana clap his buckſkin bottom. 


'« Muſt not encourage yagrants---no, no, no 
n Muſt not make laws, my lad, and break em too. 
| « Where, 
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«© Where, where's your r Wenn 


cc your paſs? . EM U 
of Well, make haſte 3 ve got, I've 1 no 
cc brats.” 44 | | 112 


Now to the EsxLayans a ſeat is borne,  ' 
To eaſe the Q---n's ſweet, bottom and her corn; 
For corus are apt e en Majeſty to bite, 

As well as on poor toes to vent their ſpite, 


Around the gracious Q- of England, lo, 

Damss of the BBDCHAMEERN, a goodly row! 

Mob paſſing by, of Majzsry © fond, 

Dipping, like ducks, their noddles in a pond. 

How would this fight of STzELITz charm the ſoul ? 

A lofty land, although a ſpider hole Malle 

Avaunt, all Fzait-oxes, from the Q-—'s chaſte 
view ! | | | 

PoLLuT1oON taints the air with ſuch a crew! 

Dare ye approach? full ſoon; ye meet refiſtance 

Iunorr's pure wife ſhalt ſhove you at a diſtance : 

The EasT's proud Exrakss, who, with di'mond 
wand, | 

Can viſit the firſt Lab of the LAN; 


(11, : | Nay, 
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Nay, more, the chronicles of truth aver, 
Can make the HK S FIRST — viſit her! 


on 105 v 891 


Bhe comes! the * of this fair Iſle 

Greets Mis rRESS IMaore with an ell-wide ſmile ; 
Bids her partake the radiance of a Crown, 
And, on the ſeat of Innocence, fit down. 

Lo ! down ſhe fits! the mob, all envying, views, 
As MisrRESS IMHorr whiſpers Indian news. 


The SrabfnaL DER] he joins Queen Charlotte bu 
Falls on the ſeat of Royalty, his rump! 

Peace to his ſpirit! he begins to doze ! 

He ſnores'}; heav'ns bleſs the trumpet of his nos! 
Sq great is ſolly, that the world nayhαꝙů 

Shall, grinning, point at HoocEx Moocew's nap. 
-Paaxces of Europe; pray exclaim not © ſhame = 
Go, far Mankind's Pee and do the lame. . 


8 


W349 
My Lanai H — appears 1 e | 
Deep laden) like a camel, or a barg. 
{What's all beneath her petticoats?—Shawls, chintꝛ 
Why ſhould the Muſe, indeed, the matter mince ? 
Muſlins the richeſt, of the fertile Eaſt. 
o, back the moves again, to be undreſt 
At 


—_ —_— 
. 


At 
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At Glo'ſler- Lodge, upon the bed ſhe ſquats, 

To drop the lumber, ſhawls, and broider'd brats ; ' 
Where England's happy —— her ſteps purſues, '- 
Attends the labour, and turns accoucheuſe. 114 
Hark ! Cæs ax and the little children talk; 
Together laugh, together too they walk: 
The mob around admire their pleaſant things, 
And marle that children talk as well as Kings. 


4% 


And now to DELawort's the M- ſpeeds : 

He catches up a ſcore of 'books, and reads— 

Learns nothing—ſudden quits the book-abode— 
Orders his horſe, and ſcours the Dorſet road. 

He's in again! he boards the barge—ſets fail— 
Jokes with the ſailors, and enjoys the gale : 

Deſeants on winds and waves—the land regains, 
And gives the Tars juſt nothing for their pains / 

For, what a bore that Kings their faves ſhould pay ! 
Sufficient is the honour of the day | 


No ſprings the Sov'a tox wildly to the ſeas— 


Ruſhes intrepid in along to knees /— 
Old Nxr run, jealous of his world, looks big 
And bluſt'ring Box xas blows away his wig. 


* 


O Prz! 


„ ru 014 TOW. 
O Pra ! amidſt ſuch doings canſt thou ſeep 4... 

3 Such wonders whelping on the land and deep! 1 
So nobly ſormꝰ d to dock th hiſtorio page, 
Aſtoniſh man, and Goel * s rage! 


Thus, thus 1 yon + Rovalts, * 3 

In Courts obſerve, and follow to the made; 
And mean, God willing, ſince thou wilt ae | 
To give each word and action to the light; 

With daily deeds my voice fublimely raiſe, 
And found wile ſpeeches into diſtant days. 


In ſpite of low DzMocr acy, the Brute, | 
Kings ſhall at length regain their loft repute. . | 
The poor ſunk Fal cox, robb'd of ey'ry plumes 
That ſnaps the ground, and mourns his humble doom, 
With powerful pinion ſoon from earth ſhall riſe, 
Mix with the ſolar blaze, and ſweep the ſkies. 


Such ſhall, be done, if pow'r the Bax p can, boaſt, 
Who deems the breed 100 precious to be loſt. 
And. ſince Augosrvs deign'd with Bards to dine, 
And, bleſt with Bards, Mex As drank his wine; 
O let us hope that mighty modern Kings 
May ceaſe to claſs the Bards with vulgar things, 

And 


— 
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And of the rux Er Turns think mer bar higher, 
Than Nezwgate's Bellum, or a Country Cryer l 

Should this rare æra rife, and Bxuxswick's Gaacx 
Revive the drooping glory of his race; 
How happy at SainT Janes's, my friend Pye, 

At Buckincnam and WixpsoR „ Thou and I, 

To ſee fair GRxius re- aſſume her reign ; 

DuLLwEss and AvARics expell'd the ſcene ; 

The fat'ning Bax os their laurell'd fronts diſplay, 

And proudly triumph over Hogs and Hay ! 


Once more, then, let me beg thee, lazy Prx, 

To follow Mox axcus whereſoc'er they fly: 

When from the lofty pinnacle of thrones, 

They fink, to tread, with vulgar folks, the ſtones ; 
To Weymesth waves, and ſands, and ſhops repair; 
Daſh country Joaxs with dread, and Buurxixs ſcare: 


* Never were the AcuJu, alias Pox rs, in more diſeſteem than at 
the Court of the Baunswicks. Homer, ſinging of ſuch as were the 
$ greateſt favourites of ancient Monarchs, mentions Iams Kan, Tix- 
d Auer, and Merl, f. e. a Doctor, a Houst-CarPENTER, and 
aCoxJuzor. Theſe our beloved 8, following this claſſical 
example of antiquity, has noticed and recommended: Doctor WiLLis, | 
to Parliament; Sta WitLiam Cuamnsess, to the Comptrollerſhip 
of the Board of Works; and Stovo Pix ETI, to the Patronage of 
all-the vi/e of the Metropolis. 

For 
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For ever trifling, and for ever bleſt, 1 17 8ʃ½1 

In laugh, and hop, and ſkip, and jump, and jeſt.— 
How like the ruſtic boy, the fimple TI xe, 
Whe'villy wiſh d to be a mighty King [4 {) | | 7 
(So meanly modeſt was his pray'r to Fate) vs. 
To eat fat pork, and ride upon a gate ! 
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FLIGHT 10 WIMBLEDON 


JUST as 1 prophety'd 1—the dern begins TIVES 
And thou art off—for WI RLRDON, I ween, 

To hide thee there for all thy courtly fins, 

So complaiſant indeed to KI x and QUEEN! 


Loud was thy window's craſh-—a ſhow'r of tones 
Pour d in thick vollies from the angry Mos. 
How the rude pebbles ſought thy vaniſh'd bones ! 
And cry'd aloud, © Where is the fellow's knob ? 
But diſappojnted, on the carpet ſpread, 

{ They griev'd they could not rattle round thy head. 


Dvuxpas's hay-loft, ſoon, I gueſs, 
In ſecrecy wilt thou poſſeis; 

Or elſe another ſecret nameleſs place— _ 
Vor. IV. H A feet 
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A fweet aſylum from the rage 


Of ſuch as deffirate\bKtle wage | 
With men who plunge the Nation in diſgrace. 


* EM ITY or THOIJ1 
This was a terrible 
Undoubtedly it made wy ſtare ! 
Indeed I think that thou wert right, 
To aſk the friendſhip of a flight. 
Alas! when Dancer his ſtern form reveals, 
There's rely WiRBon in pai of net 1e TEU, 
1439 i 240 18141 VI 0 o ns volt bag / 
Since not a ſoul dares ope his ja 2 01 bi J 
To plead, O PTT, thyawk ward baliſe, 10 
T'll be thy Couxs l, Man, to bring thee off: 

Not mve thy teputatiöhn-ꝰ eee 
Tard Hertdlean Work, ttow g I bao 
Thy nanie mat beat, indeed tte fort wo! | 

KA & O1D1 off i - Sols L 712 bn 
Come from ti heft, chen; or thy retten; ö 
Where Crone keeps her Tent ſcat : = 55 

And let me lead thee to the PzorLE's eye. 
Kneel down before them on thy heavy guilt 
For meanneſs and King-flatt'ry-treaſure ſpilt 
And other {ifs too glaring to deny. on 41/2.” 
BY S\ 14 This 


1 £24 
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This then be thy cofrfefſiön; PTT: Ib dr 2 
« Alas! by mad RinEttbh ht f inert e 
« And grinding hunget, tob, 1. needs miſt fa * 

« Where fichte Foxtruwy'toves to ſport, 

© I ſought the region of the Covny'; „ boots (2? 
« But Conſvience dumns, Alas! the idle day. 


« [ bawPd Reform with Ricitmon's Lord, | K 

« But flevef meant to Keep my word. 
* Our baclügg lte lie Grrar Max and * 
e AN R : D'Atol co! 10 ; Sisi ba 


« With patriot threats we forc'd our way 
« And, "white tas ſunſhine, made our hay, 


« A trick'with Stateſmen by! no means uncommon. 
4TH STR 1 17 JO, 


- 


+ N * 
* — A credit for m my cries, | 


« And, gala, with pleaſure faw me riſe; fo 
* 'Tho' ſoon, Ws 1. ye mock 4 the royal ales; 3 
* Too ſoop I read 1 in eyry | face 

« The mary of a fad diſgrace, + A 


Heard ee ond che gen ral voice. ho ha 
as „. 


ü 118 \ 


A The | ALY, 15 p ularity oon ya. 


* Soon ebb'd of 2 alas! th inconſtant tide: 
ait ne 7 0D) atOD! 8 'Yet 


= 
* * 
1 
On * 
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«_ Yet held I places in the people's ſpite, : 
ce Agreed, amongſt my other fins, bnd * 
c For curſed Hanoverian ſæins; / 

& e eee 1 
4 Agreed to pay th Apothecary's bill. 

« And *. with your and gilt, the Royal mill. 

EIN 
« wage the Nation's purſe _—_ their own ; 
That ſubjects were rank raſcals to complain; 
Who, lent, ought to bear their galling chain; 
c And ſwore rebellion lurk d in ev'ry groan, 


ILL tt 10 trot 2117 £7071? [0] 


&,Lown the Rozal barns are fyll of corn: 
: The fineſt, fatteſt beeves the land adorn ; | 


« The faireſt ſheep in Windſor fields are ſeen : 


*© Increaſe; on ey xy acre ſmiles, Agi or dintd 3 
All theſe belonging to out K. and Q. = 


18 1 
. £04 4h , CY 


woche 1 *loot nan bas er dg „o 


* But what can I ?—1 dare not ſpeak— 

I dare not ſay the People ſqueak, Vs 
«And fullen look, and threat, and 4 br eps 
T a vile ſhame the kealm thovld fate, 

196, Why ſhould not they have fowls to carve Þ 


« Although he is is,  Grivoth, ſo wond'rous high. 
« We 


ME PITY'S"' FLIGHT” ro WIMBLEDON. 101 


We put him there—we give him all his money 
Tis hard the bees ſhould want à little honey. 


« Ru ſhall out, the man of leatbern guns, 

« Whom Bzay'xy ſcorns, and — \SCLENCE 
« ne; $3,492 Juive 2:74 i A 

« Whom ſeeming idiotiſm and madneſs WAY 

The verieſt laughing: ſtock of verieſt fools. 

«© Hay no more ſhall drain the hectic Sate, 

46 8 ee mee 
«HK ug b det mnofi Ln £ 

« Lo, ALF er Jebrien will I ſweep 

„The ryur-CLaD Rocvur, renown'd for ng 


= gen bv 


3 9168 ef CE 1604 3) 14 4 


« I bluſh to think Thelp'd the wats of Kings, 
And, meanly crouching, aN 

6 I now think Princes very ſo-ſo things ; 
* The one half cheats, e r e | 


* Whether this noto#iout und lofry Limb of the Law will be 
hanged or not, even the prophetic powers of the Maſe cannot fore- 
tell; but nr © ff eln ſwore to, 
were in this fellow's pens, exhibited for falk lately at a country fair, 
is a fact that admits of no contradictiom. Many bets are pending; 
"ng the adds, as well. as the bu of the country, are on the rope. 

Hz 40 F'en 
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Een tothe tune the chooſes, let her dane; 
III gramino deſpots down the throat of FRANCS. 


«& J oyn myſelf, alas! an arrant ſoolj 
Not to ſuſpect and loo 4bet Pruficy through: 
et to Hyeockisy I went to ſchool; 
« But, hang the: follows che was e 
tag.“ Ann  woft-wrids 


„„ rin od or aisnb Hat om ot 
When ont of place, then d riglit is State reſorm . 

« Oh! venal Parliaments are curſed things:“ 
But, * place — (Don t, , don't, provoke thg 


« Horm, ,, a AY TI 7 OAJTI-ATYS. If T * 
* er alter, why diſpleaſe the beft of Kings * 


Such is the creed of all the Courtier train; 

Rocks pf our hopes—the 1 | 
„al n 140 

ee ll the dainty yager-yorld of fh. 
„ So Tyrants, at a moſt ungodly rate, 

% For human wiſhes, daily, hourly, prowlz 
„And, as the Weitzel ſacks the eggs of ſoul, 


40 Thy, excady, fuck that at larger ck. the . 


ie 216 2256 7s ws thts Bri : 1 


REG RD: Bd e | | hw 1 6 
| oth. But 
2 4 as 1 


* 1 1 : We} 1 


* 


, 
NRpBILN'S BLIGHT, ag WIMBLEDON, 102 


« But no En ee ne on MD uvodT 
5 Nor Miſtreſs, chriſten'd Taft not ag 


> Who, whilſt their plunder's d ſubjects 5. Ns. 
“ Are, midſt their hoarded millions, ſeen. 


1 OC + 4511) mia ed ai dT at ef 0.1 


* The Propug's,Serpane HY by Fate p'crpowerd; 
a * By G=» that. Prox ſhall not be deyourd * 


Wh ond 1000 N 49004 


Thus if thou ande- ber me — by our ſkins, 

Which yet our baſtinado'd backs map. at bh 
Gen'rous,. well wipe out thy old fore of _ 5 1 
Aud yield thee ſuff rance to be bevy again, 1 

rng num e toltgd ot Werren 

Thus if thou ſweareſt, and wilt fin no more, U 
A pardon ſhall be thine—gur anger, o'er. pl 1 

Heed not the wrath of Kings—the Nation made' em 
The PzorLE yt on n hom backs their honors ; 


FS EE 3S TAS 


Can (if I err not) in a trice ent em. a1 der 


Such, Piri, is my advice - but thou art proud, 
Although, ſo lately one of us poor crowd, 


Crawling, by mean degrees, to thine high lation: 


n... dp; * 


Or thou hadſt been more ſparing of thy brag :. 
Aer + 


Lo, thus the Lk jo baſs Saint Oe born, * 
Bleſt with a bartow, firſt begins to baw? ; 
Where PiaxTyY, ah! exalteth not her horn 
N e al 
At length, dig At, Bar 
And FoxTuNE's fav'ring ſmile, the Lad "oy f 
A baſket !—nay, wo baſkets for his barrow ; | 
To which he hangs the baſkets wid wuch pride, | 
With ende, eflety, ali green, befde - 
ö Tes, wm rd Gat mms his nch war 


owW #34 rie 798 1 ee 1 tt Noe 
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With all the gaping energy RW A 
Proudly he rolls his work EsTATE along! 


Ani ſtill inſpires his panting heart; 
And now ſublime he riſes to a cart, 


But not without a Jacxass, let me ſay: 


27 08 


A Jack 
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A Jack is harneſs'd+-on;the cart he mounts - 
Looks round—<elate,” his cabbages-he counts, 
And triumphs in his PARTNERS Brudenell- hray. 


He ſtops not here—Aapirion goads his aul. 4 
To bid 2 orb in loſtier regions roll. 4 flold 


cy 
d 


In 8 — 2 ſhop "bg 
Pines, ne&t'rines, plyms, and apricots, and . 
Bebold ! his laudable ambition reaches 

eee ee and the cart diſdains, 


* : 
re? ; "_- 414 
OT! L&C 8111 1 * Mee S % YA ; % 


AS's diy mounds his nicer car, Kd or doidw oT 
. to mind his late and humble here: 1 
_ Archbiſhop-like, he 7ow'rs within his fiall— , 
Looks on the barrow, cart, and baſket crew, 
With all the conſequence of man, aſkew, 

And, for er * damns them all. 
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OH! with what freedom have ye treated Kixes! 
Say, did not ye equip their backs with wings, 


Yet cruelly cut off their heads for Hi 2 . EY 
Alas l fo lately did ye Kings adore bo | —_— 
Now tis a wolf, a lion, a wild boar— '2 

A hypocrite, a thing of theſt and lying. AT 

mai 


What folly to create the hungry Kite, 
Yet quarrel with his appetite : and claws ; 3 
Or grumble at the Tiger' 8 ravenous bite, | 
Yet | give the ſavage ſuch. a pair of 3 jaws * 
For ever are ye plung di in mad extremes ! | 
Let Common Sen5E, then, rouſe you from your dreams. 
PA TT O00 un HOUR en 
GRAN DREUR, I own, ſeems much increas'd in ſize; 
Much, gaudier too her dreſs to mortal eyes. 
The 


108 ODE: ro THE: FRENCH» 
The loſty Lords and Ladies of our Iſle, 


Enough to make a grave old Tom Car ſmile, 
Muſt ev'ry thing, forſvoth, in le enjo ;: 


And if to Margate Doctors bid them go, 
| By fea, to purify from head to toe, 
— HOI 


„ Fob! in I whe filthy thing; embark ! 


neee e * ts 


So 41 wat, bad they . | 


When Carraix Noan put his wife on board, 


To go together þoldly to the Lono ;/ 
That is to fay; be drown'd !—bid life adieu, 
Sooner than fail with ſuch a , 
Yet- t me dd nöt all the Gant are ir; 
Not all by PnipE are tainted, the vile vice— 


No ! witneſs our good K— and our good O- | 
Lord love em ur moſt humble Q and K 


Can, gracious, ſtoop to any little ting, 
Howe er Humble, not however mean. 


r ob Wo, Ot 44 TI AS sf 


mim 
a". 9 ; 1 
74 4 * . * 
; $ » * - ” 
CIE LS. AS IRE * 
2 +4 4 W234 4+ 3 is #:% LS > 2a X b . 
x . 


Fall 52 


0DE ro TAE Ne. 409 


Heav'ns bleſs their pretty, Soodly, greaſy Graces | ! 
I've ſeen them bolt fat bacon at the races: | 
On Aſcot. oburſe, devour ſach loads of ham, 
And wa handed 1 with a dran 4 
WO 3 4 Sr fie WF: 
How imple! like t to many an ancient King, 

That roaſted royal dinners by a firing, . . . r 
And turn'd the royal rapier to a nnr 
Though full of magnanimity, could ſtoo p- 
To boil, in their grand helmets, beef and ſoup, | . 
And eat from thence, eee 


r 4 , hy 40 mer 1 


When 8 13 Sign id our fall js, 
Grand foul ! he came in very bumble ſtyle - 
Cut no huge figure—made, no mighty flaſh,;, 1: | 
Two ſhirts belong d unto the princely lad ;-.  ; 
Twas all the linen treaſure that he lad, 

Which poor old Mornga Davixs us'd to waſh; 

0 Wa { 4 ainpbs 
8 Mother to the Mart | 

Who firikes with gew rent awe the Erox = 


wb MK 


„ The came of this young ene man, gr nere 
forgotten ; but he li, cr c fult brother to our moſt graciow 
Qyzen, 


t Dr, Davies, the preſent Provoſt of Etob College, 
2 | 


« Dear 


118 S r THY FE wer. 
* e quot Motif Brigg many 
% her l to ord Hod H nv 
© The lad itt linen was ſo wond'rong hort; 
« Tve made ' walt until N eclean d e grimem, 
To make n, like a Chriſtian, go to Court. 
Sui usa u yan 0 $2 og wulf 
“, on my thidth'thete,”Wikiy and mu att oye 
| | « Hath ſeen his Hoxon's Vet put to a D 
But wong indeed, t HAH tte fore, 
tee tho, .- 


MACH RALKAL 22H 26972 Ui 000281 BW 71 269m” 


But to return folks thought ſtrange things of yore, 
_ -* ten h6 abfhraity Ber iR cout heck: n 
| When Got Papen put in her Bar. 
To ulf th Hmple nd on ENO R's rock. 


N yieaning an: on bangles enictt © 


What thouſand ffibight that Küatbs urid Gen E Ng 2 


| « got Þ Foy Y CITE! TT N bio : > Vi 7 0 FILL Yo! 


| That beef and mutton was too coar ſe a fare 3 | 
And that tht dss were fo finely Mg 
They breattyd & fd Bao biker i. 


ak i vant m Vienta sid lo Nu 
onld pat C5 geg e that dir fa Kaff aud, fo. 
Entering a dog's, and cat's, and monkey's — 
Al c Yo even S 512 4 *dTAated 
21 1 4 2 


r To! THE FRENCH, 111 
Inflated a Queens lungs, ſo great a woman; 
Or King, Wh ftich rd puri —_ 
SILL tobloy - rent 6 n e 
Yes! "tis confelsd.thak ar ral d Mankind 
"Twas bee be ſame with ms, the Bax, find. 
fo2t Bur „ Dad aqutt Toile ont ht and! Gr} 
| grant that . in lifes morscarly dar. natal 


Deem'd Kanes v Gad-alwighties+rform'd for war; 
The Univzxss, fee fimple—all their own: 


Tho now I think the;Pzorzz claim. a right  , 
To fad rather dare than a-mite; | 

_ Nay, that we: and c'en Balve it hos the Tzoxe, 
nt! van ſal 17 F 
I cry'd, 2 Noughes little wn Ang GREAT Ke ap- 
VI ini. 1 * 


« Kings turn, like 3 al they touch to 8 


No Winch RD. HAWK SB'BY, zurn d, by RoxaL Love, 
- From — a clod of meaneſt mould.” 


go tniudion Motu , 16117 « 


What is there in a ſog? Lord! omg! ye. 


To mea. fog 4s pe impprigntmwhy 2: 
Cx5Ap. with glory clath'd the fog, I 9 44 


Ah! how Read, read a and ye'll bas. 


CESAR 


—_ 00/240: THE: EXEXOB, 
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Cæsax, upon a at ARR Ws 
Got early oa! his hea — ene 
And ee if all his fowls were ſafe and Yound ; 
And Tikewiſe ſee what traps had legs and feet | 

| e unto men Who wilk'd to treat cn 1:18: 
ns, cnn en on forbidden bund. 


. A u et 


* if ry * J 0 vw 


Enter a Gfiietal WAP 50 bowing,” 
_ g, and, mandirin-like, nodding, plou og 
© With noſe of rev'tence ſwert, the fumble gras. — 
ce Ee, General, hy? what news, What news in 
e eee N | 
None, Sire. — 4 xs Gila, 
nn 4 Hon, Bone 5mm. titan aw 
ee Vece, indeed, O King, ks coke bo fube- 


hond 


ce San ſtrange — what, what ſee nothing on 
— e the way? UH blet ner Ii 
He, ha?” cr CAI , an fot tiews gg 
« Nothing, my Lo- no nothing, may fay, 

- <"Exccpttinig upon Hounſtow, 8. Sir, a Me wy 


IIe 


*.* VI reg 


* 


on vo Fan R. _ Uſe 

Fog upon Hounſlow, Gen'ral /?—large. fog;: hoe, 
4 Or 3 

2:69 vou, Sine. * Ig 22 Ag 4d 

reer 4. am ſog, 

ce pray? TY 

60 Yes, yes, yeomlage logs PLA Rant Ep A 


Can and Gru en nap tal of wars. ,, 
Of cannon, bullets, ſwords, and wounds, and — 
When,;inthe, ae of the felt, the KC 


SAN q Fog upon Hounſlow, he? 
Large ſog too, Gen ral?— well, go on, on, pray— 


« POM! very range — e l 


+4 4 


wit aht won 35 

Now dwelt. the Gen'ral on the battle's _ 

Where myſkets, muſkets—guns, great guns,  engager 
Red'ing with, hlood the, field, and gran, and 

be 

n the * rous * of glory. 

The Monarch ſudden marr'd the Gen ral's ſtory— 

Fog. pon Hounſlow, Gen ral — large,, large 

4 8 nig 

© Yes, Si r,; faid CanPgxtER unto the Kin, 

n — very ſtrange ! extr ordinary thing 1” 

Vol. IV. | 3 At 


* 


N ob T6 THE rusnen. 
At length the Ger ral An- lucy elfi. 
Wik mnolipethcnes, ahd much font und pam. 
« Thank God !” the Gen'ral whifper'd. to himſelf — 

e Curſe me, if ever 1 * t 


Senn 


„ eee 
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us, then, 'T'rev'renc'd fogs in former days, 
| Na I worthipp'd Kixes; and eee 
King-adöratiort, Ktxds ſhall ſhare my praiſe,” 
_ Although the {ape of WoxDzrn WP wall 


tenet >: 1 
But now a deal diminiſh'd is the blaze : 


« x * 7 
94 ny oy ? : E 4 . 
a £ . 1 
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Kings are mere tallow-eandles, nine in ten, 

Wanting a little /aufing now and then 

Harb'ring a Taree that plays a dangerous game; 
Which if we did not watch, and ſtrait purſue, 

The fat is in the fire! and then adieu, 
That greaſe fo rich, the parent of the flame. 


Nay; worſe event from this ſame TIEr appears! 
The houſe, at times, is burnt about our ears. 
A 71 % 
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Yet pray, Sirs, take a King from MisTzz Prrr, 
And calmly to the Sov RBIOx's will ſubmit; - - - // 
And not, as ye have done, on madneſs border: 
Nay, liſt to me, for oracles I tell _ 
Kixcs for the ProPLE will do very well, 
Like candles and their thieves, when kept in order. 
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Beda i in 1 ann for grinding Corn at; a u 


W Pon. 40 T 
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I 41D, bis M——v was very ! Wo p Ks 3 

Ready to facrifice his royal blood ; 
Yes, for the Poon, each precious drop to vl; 

And now behold the Corn is grinding down ; 

Such is the glorious bounty of the Cgawy! , _ 
And, lo, in Windfor Park a ſtately Mill! | 


Blow, blow, ye breezes—faſter, gentle gales } 
Oh, for the Poor of Windfor, fill the fails! 


Ecnanm and — Brentford, that vile place, 7 
i i 13 EIN AA eh 


118 ODE TO THE MILL, 


Whoſe wicked imps RoxarTr's deſphte, eu 
Ruſh'd to the Royal at deep night, 


And foully murder'd half the Dryad race. 


Blow, gentle gales; ye breezes, harder blow: 
Or ſoon the charity will &aſe to flow: * 

Ships to Op Trans are pouring in with corn, 
nie Mx nA Chnts whets her ſeythe and hook; 
I hear the clanking ſound in every nook ; 
— g already cheers the morn. 


I ſaid his Majeſty was 8800 and great; 

And that the famiſh'd Poor would have a treat: 
And now, behold, they fatten on the flour! 
Vile CunoxicLE, I know what thou wilt ſay— It 
«Why do not Monarchs give the flour away ? | 

'V y not a part of Poarded millions pour a 2 


Grind, ibis and bring down alt the bran ; 4 
The Blacker tis, the wholeſomer for man. 


e Regen wil Gy), 

— Monarchs give their beef away, 
1 ſtares forth from ev ry door ? 

1 « How 
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« How, wilh an caſy heart, can Monarchs keep... x 


10 ee eee ſheep, 5 
While Hunczx gnaws the vitals of the Poon ?” 


. * lend 
Grind, bes, with ſpeed, ge 
Nor n n _—_— en 

þ 1m ve tur h 


00 mne cries * „Mob, a « bejewell'd ſhines the a— 
« While Povzarr appears with ſallow mien? 
All know the millions - twas from vs they. came: 
« To ſhine, while thus eue ſuffer, is a ſhame.” f 


Worms ! know ye not that Haxoven is poor, 
'The ſay xite ſpot of our moſt gracious :?: 

And ſhall, no guineas, ( Oye fools, go oe rt, 
Where all our PxixcEs drank at WisDoM's «ing 


"i — 7 
Grind, 8. We any let one grain be loſt: : 
Well knows the Moxarcn what a bufhel coſt. : 


M 


Is not poor STRELITz very poor indeed, 
That gave this Nation a moſt gracious Qe«--» ? 
And, O ye Ross, in Hiſt'ry ſhall we read, 
That guineas never were in Strelitz ſeen? | 
OH 1 4 Inform 


120 St ro tut us. 


5 Inform me, tools," what jewels - +26 
dame ee e us 85 hb 
Avod Sal to effi” 57 eur 
Fools ! was not Hussx as poor as a church mouſe, 
Tilt good Angra ſent her thouſands o'er ? 
At once lank PovixtY forſook the houſe, 
nnr 2 the floor. 


en) 511} 8007 4 0 1 37) 


In thee what Sabine unto K -s I find, 
Not Bie but to Foreign K---s, I truſt; 
Who of the fimple Poor the faces grind, 

Juſt as thou een ev * Tm to Al. 


* 


1 — "RR, \ 


Grind, galls Miz, with all thy kind endeavour I 
by N away! !—for be nor late than Never. uf Di 


# 4 
Mt e 0g? 1 J 
4 


* This is moſt aftenifbing Charity ſoon expired. The . of 
Famine/pobred in boo plentifully upon the Royal munificence ; which 


very ſoon muſt have; reduced Myelty 1 to the fame moſt Ae 
tion ! #1 _ 


z2 , Nalin 4 23! 
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SAY not utits a KL, Thon fool! For why? 
"Tis unpolite—though poſſibly no lie: A 
The roo * Tee hens 
bud. ' 
Make Monarchs and Dame Wispom near PI 
And all the VieTvss too ſuch kin-creations  _ / 
May work thy temporalities much good. 


Laud, to each word, however weak, be giv'n, 
And let each earthy action ſcent of heav'n, 


To cry Thou fool!” were fooliſh, let me ſay 
Becauſe Kings have ſo much to give away / | 
f 4 


* 


Steps 
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Steps to PRETRRNIEZNT mee ries : 
So eafily ye ſcale her Jofty wells, þ 
Juſt as ye mount the fummit of St. Paul's— 
But truths ! —aye, what are truths | — oh! fatal 
bat ' res: 


Or if we ISR figure, ys ropes, © 
That of Aung triox hang the lofty hopes. 
Truths ſhould be only ſhoken of the Devil ; 


Ibo that's + nf ache and eke uncivil. 


my n arts the min of ſpleen) ' 
Taken ſtrange liberties with K and Q+--- 2 
„ Laugh'd at IvoLarxy who hugs a throne 2?” ? 
Well! grant my want of rev'rence for a Crown 
* Equal to hn is ForruN:'s ſmile and frown, ' 
Whoſe modeſt teeth can "—_ to "_ a bone. 


1 paſſions are © the children * e 

Of Movzratrion ! boaſt the Moruxn's features, 
And Morazx's chaſte ſimplicity, the dove 3 

Can ſleep upon the humble ſod, and will, 

With great good glee, the valley's lucid rill; 
And batten on the berries of the grog. 

1 + Look 


A HINT ro A POOR DEMOCRAT. 129 / 
Look at yon groupe of ſucking pigs—how bleſt! 
What makes them ſo ?—clean ſtraw to form a neſt ! - 

So ſlight a thing their happineſs compoſes ! - _ | * 
What dialogue! how arch they ſquint about / 
Now bury their ſweet heads—now pull them ont, 


And toſs the wiſps ſv white upon their noſes. 


Theſe pigs are juſt my paſſions, that can draw 
Mirth and contentment from a ſimple ſtraw, 


Thy paſſions are of lofty wing perchance, 

Pant for the ortolan and wines of France; 
Unbleſt, if ven ſon turn not on thy ſpit ; 

Unbleſt, if turtle ſmoke not on thy board. 

Go then, and flatter BxiTarix's miGnTY Lorp, 

Kneel to Duxpas, and proſtrate fall to Prrr. 
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POOR fellow ! thou art come, but c come in vain; 

And mayfl as well, methinks, go back again ! 2 
Thy meat and paſſage give our Covar the ſpleen: 

Dear, very dear, is now all ſort of meat; | 

- And all ſuch luckleſs preſents as can cat | 

Have found no ſavour yet with K or Q---, | . 


Now badi thou been a diamond (no bad fize,) 
Or pearl, or ruby, how the royal eyes | 


* 


126 opk ro THE ELEPHANT. 


Had idoliz'd thee ! gbried to behold ! 

Rather 400 bulky for a broche, I fear, 
Or pin, or pretty. pendant fat the car-— 

But then thou wouldſt have been cut up and ld. 
Yes ! thou hadſt then been welcome--but, alas 
Since N but f and bd! then mupching graſs, 
And what is moſt infalferable, corn ; 
Such ſad nn NEVET Can be ene. 
onA 2 ant hn th 149 | 
Of Winps6ek; anions, KEW] ˖w; the helpleſs Poos, 
Whoſe plaints have made the Royal eyes run o'er, 


N _ 
l 
& 4 i 4 == 


Live on their gracious bounty ev'ry day: 

For them their Graces ope their golden bags; 

To good warm broad cloth change their dirty rags, 
And round t! their, hovel caſt a royal ray. 00 


Seck zen. thy glooms again, and duſky loves. 
The Gu r Mob perhaps « of Eaſtern groves, 


2 II i 790 5 


A crying fin, 0 Erxrhanr. i is ine be . 


Thy flomach form' d on * a monſirous Cale b 
Een Sräxkirz Pecple, who in eating ſhine, 
Not quite like /hee with heavy loads regale. | 
Yet not to STRELITZ be deny' d applauſe : 
, Wide are their mouths, and ſack-like are their maws. 
Yet 
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Yet if reſolv'd to live with Quzzxs and Kines; 
While meat and drink are ſuch expenſive thing 
Pull out thy ſtomach, cut away thy ſnout, 

And try, poor fellow, try to live . 


TUE 
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THE 
SORROWS or SUNDAY; 
"252 L 1 . 


The intended Annihilation of Sunday's harmleſs Amuſements, 
by three or four moſt outrageouſly- zealous Members of 
Parliament, gave birth to the following Elegy. The 
Hint is borrowed from a. ſmall Compoſition, entitled, 
« The Tears of OLD MAT-DAx.“ | 


MILD was the breath of Morn : the bluſhing ſky 
Receiv'd the luſty YouTa with golden hair, 
Rejoicing in his race, to run, to fly; 
As ScRIPTURK ſays, ©& a Bridegroom debonnaire;” 


Ver. IV. K When, 


1.30 THE SORROWS OF SUNDAY. 


When, full of fears, the decent Sunpar roſe, 
And wander'd ſad on Kenfington's fair green: 
Down in a chair ſhe ſunk with all her woes, 
And touch'd, with tender nen the ſcene. 
AGH Ue 10 59042 5 
C O hard Six RICHARD HILL!“ e q the Daus; 
«© SIR WirIIau Dorzix, cruel man!“ quoth ſhe; 


& And Misrzn W1LBERFORCE, for ſhame ! for 
6 ſhame ! | 
* —— 40 poll! my lite e.weekly Jubilee. 255 
| ” Ah! pleased am I the humble Fol k to view ; ; 
We Enjoying harmleſs talk, and ſport, and jeft ; 
« Amid theſe watks their footſteps to purſue, 
To ſee them ſmiling, and ſo trimly dreſt. 


+ Since the Lon reſted on the ſeventh d, 
« Which ſhoweth that OuxirorEN CRE was fir'd; l 
* As Mos zs, in old times, was pleas'd to ſay, 3 


=_ ey Moves was * e e 8 ;) 


\ 
« - Why hold nota, too, 'reſt'?” « vy I” cries Si 
« At BROrHER RowLaxD's let him knock his 
“* knees, 


89 * f Pray, 


THE SORROWS or unn ..  I32 
Pray, ſweat, and groan-; of this damn'd world be 
ö cc ſich; 6d 
« Of r ban. 
— 7 4 
« Break Six's vile wo Sno by the noſe; 
“Scrub, with the ſoap and ſand of Grace, the ſoul; 
« Give UNBELIEF, the wretch, a rats-bane doſe; 
« A&d top, with malkins of rich Faith, each hole: 


Spit in foul Dauxxexxess's beaſtly mug A 
„Kill, with ſharp prayers, each offspring of the 
« Devir.; | | 
« Give, to black BLAS THEN, a Corniſh hug; 
And box, with bats of Grace, the ears of EviL.” 
SUSAN, the conſtant ſlave to mop and broom ; 
And Marian, to the ſpit's and kettle's art; 
Ah! ſhall not they deſert the houſe's gloom, 
Breathe the freſh air one moment, and look ſmart ? 


Meet, in ſome rural ſcene, a CoLin's ſmile ; 
With love's ſoft tories wing the happy hour ; 
Drop in his dear embraces from the ſtyle, 
And ſhare his kiſſes in the ſhady bow'r ? 


K 2 « No!” 
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66 No roars the HunTINGDONIAN- Parner No, 
cc no 1 12 | FL 11 k 
Lovers ee 9 trade; 
c Kiſſing is damnable—to hell they go 
6 The Devir's'claws await the Rocvz and Jave. 


1 ber, is the purifying place: 
Mere let them go to waſn their fins away: 
&« There, from my hand, to pick the crumbs of 
Grace, 2 
-- + Smite their poor ſinful craws, and how], and 
pray.“ 


How hard, the lab'ring hands no reſt ſhonld know, 
But toil /r days beneath the galling load, 

Poor ſouls! and then, the ſeventh be forc'd to go 

And box the Devil, in Blackfriars Road!“ 


Hxravx glorieth not in phizzes of diſmay; | 
Hzav'n takes no pleaſure in perpetual ant; f 


Conſenting freely, that my fav'rite day 
May have her tea and rolls, and hob and nob- 
bing. | 
1 


The place of Mr. Rowland Hill's Chapel. 
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Ia ſooth, the Loxp is pleas d, when Man is bleſt ; 
And wiſheth not his bliſſes to blockade: 
'Gainſt tea and coffee ne er did he proteſt, 
 Enjoy'd, in gardens, by the men of trade. 
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Sweet is WnrTE-Conpume Hovse, and Bacuicor- 
Wels, 10 
Crark Farm, where Px1Mrose HILL puts forth 
her ſmile ; | 
And Dox SaLTERO's, where much wonder dwells, 
Expelling Worxx-var's matrimonial bile. 


Lies with the down of cygnets may be clad ! 
Ah! why not make her path a pleaſant track ? 
« No! 2 cries the PuLertT TERRORIST, (how mad) 
« No! let the world be one Aye * 8 
« back 


Vick (did his rigid mummery ſucceed) 

Too ſoon would ſmile amid the Jacred walls ; 
Venus, intabernacles make her bed; 

And Parnos find herſelf amid Saint PAur's. 


Avaunt Hyrocr1sy, the ſolemn jade, 
Who, wilful, into ditches leads the blind : 
| K3. Makes, 
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Makes, of her canting art, a thriving trade, 
And fattens on the follies of mankind! 


Look at Anxchgishors, Brsnops, on a Faſt, 
Denying hackney-coachmen e'en their beer; 
Vet, 101 their BurchRRS knock, with fleſh repaſt ; 
With turbos, to! the Fis#Moncers appear 


The Porgors howl with porter for their bellies ; 
The Baxrxs knock, with cuſtards, tarts and pies; 
Coxrxcrrionꝝxs, with rate ice creams and jellies ; 
The FzxviTeres, lo! with richeſt pine ſupplics ! 


In fecret, thus, they eat, and booze, and nod; 
In public, call indulgence a d-mn'd evil; 

Order their ſimple flocks to walk with God, 
And ride themſelves an airing with the Devil. 


| PINDA- 
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OR 


PETE R., PORTFOLIO. 


CONTAINING 
TALE, ODE, SONG, 
FABLE, ELEGY, PASTORAL, 
TRANSLATION, || EPIGRAM, || LETTERS. 


wITH EXTRACTS FROM 


TRAGEDY, COMEDY, OPERA, &c. 


« Nen ſatis eff pulchra eſſe pam — Hor. 


To me, a tunefwl line is dear; 
And yet it only wins the ear : 
Verſes ſhould win the heart too dulcia fimta : 
Such verſes ſure ſucceſs command : 
i The game is in the Poet's hand— 
SPADILL10, and MAN1LL10, BasTo, PUNTO. 0 


" 
* 
„ 
* 
„ 
= 


I» 4.4# 


TO 


1 H E FUF 


READER, 


PLEASANT and numerous are the volumes in ana; 
viz. Scaligeriana, Thuana, Huetiana, Menagiana, Chævre- 
ana, Carpenteriana, &c. to which I have added, for 
thine amuſement, Pindariana. May the ſpirits of 
Chaucer, of Shakeſpeare, of Cervantes, of Rabelais, 
of Sterne, of Fontaine, of Tibullus, of Horace, of 
Martial, of Theocritus, and my great old Couſin of 
Thebes, have entered my Portfolio, and animated 
my leaves ! 


Ah! may no eye wax dim upon my page ; 
The lid, all heavy-laden, dully clofing ; 
The drooping head, as though from palfied age, 
Reclining lumpiſh on the breaſt, and dozing ; 
While 
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While from th' ungraſping hand, tremendous ſound, 
The poor forgotten volume greets the ground ! 


May no taſtyliops Critic be able to fay of my+Jucy. 
brations what the blaſpheming Dr. Johnſon, with his 
oracular and growling pompoſity, aſſerted of the ſub- 
lime Oſſian—““ that as good a thing might be written 
« by many men, many women, and many children!“ 


Griev d ſhould I be, could 
ee ate al 2 


Olet me feel the Mutes nition wee 5 
Perdition ſeize a foporific line 

Nc er may the leaden lumber e 
Avaunt the ſleepy, verſe ! confound the ſong | 
That dmgging,. heavy, ſcail-like, crawls along! 


I hate it, as old Sxuf ix I abhor ; | 
The Parſon h, with one unvarying tone, 
Sets all the jaded audience in a ſnore - 
Such the ſtrong opiate of his drowſy drone. 


* 
: * : 5 7 F 
$ 4 J 79 2 1 * 3 
— s ® 


Nor, 
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Nor, O ye Pow'ss of Poxsv, be mine | 

The roaring, bluſt'ring, mad, and bullying line, 
As though the Muſes all were lying-in | 

Of ſome wild Calibaniſh, mountain form: 

An earthquake, or volcano, or a ſtorm, 

$o huge the ſound, ſo horrible the din. 


Nor let me prove ſo pompouſly obſcure— 
A mode of writing I deteſt, abjure ; 

With ſtiff inverſions the poor ſenſe to ſkreen 
From ev'ry aching brain, and poring eye, 
And in a rage to make the reader cry, 

« Why, what the devil can the booby mean? 
* Thus, too, with epithets to cannonade us, 
* As if the beaſt were vomiting a Gradus !”” 


Let me not act the gooſe, ſcreaming and waddling, 
Poking his filly head; in mudpools paddling ; 
No - vith a lofty pinion let me riſe ; 
Face with an eagle wing the ſolar beam, 
Drink with undazzled gaze th effulgent fircam, 
And with theruſh of whirlwinds ſweep the ſkies; 
Thence, in an inſtant be the humble Wren, 
Twitt'ring his love-notes ſwect to Miſtreſs Hen. 
O Ver- 
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O VarsariLITY, I hold thee dear ! 
"The Proteus power be mine, to take each ſhape; 
Skip like a Will-o'-whiſp—be here, be there 
Non the 1 moraliſt, and now an * 


Now roar the ſavage o the Idi Made, | 
Where Hon Ron liſtens to the ſhrieking ghoſt ; 
| Now Pompey in BERLIN DAs boſom laid, 1 
Or whining, pawing for a piece of toaft. 


ow roll the Moxnaxcn of the ſtormy Deep, 
e floundering terror of the finny race 

Now the ſlim ee], of ponds ſo lucid, creep; 

Now leapa ſalmon, and now glide a plaice. 
Thrice happy change of ſoul-delighting ſong! 

This were my talent, bleſt would PETER be! 
But who, alas ! is thus divinely ſtrong ? 

SHAKESPEARE, that envied pow'r I mark i in THEE. 


Let me aid thee, WRT that no order will be 
obſerved with reſpect to the various pieces. Thou 
wilt receive them as they leap from the Portfolio ; fo 
that there will ſubſiſt as little connection between one 


and 
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and another, as between 'Lavy Mary and the Gra, 
ces, Lon Tn -w and the Lonp's PRaTER, 816 
don MakchEsr and CREATION, Stn Joszen BANKS 
and Put Toso hr, Six WILTIAu HamtLrox and the 
Secrets of MounT Vusvvirs, Ju pe K. and a whole 
BoTTLE or Pokr, Jo B. and REPRIEVE.. 


Various will be the ſubjects of the Musk. Oude, 
Elegy, Fable, Tale, Ballad, Epigram, &c. a Ver- 
fion, at times, of parts of the venerable Claſſics, 
whoſe ſpirit has been but feebly transfuſed through 
our modern languages, will be given ; 
Whoſe oaks ſo lofty (what abomination !) | A 
Are chang'd to paltry broomflicks, by TrANSLA- 

TON: _ 

Their pyramids, a little village ſpire; Ki 
Their ſkies, blue paper; their ear-rending thunder, 
With lightnings darting danger, blazing 5 5 

A poor coal coffin bouncing from the fire 
Their cities, emmets neſts—a, ſpider's hole 


Their mountains, what —the manſion of the mold 


Too oft the roſes of th' Wen vale 
Reſign their bluſhes for a deadly pale ; 
1 An 


14 | 10 Tit ust ic. 


An Attic ſuri converted in a trie 


Jo a dull torpid cake of ſniw' ring ice! 

A rill their oceans that no longer roar; 

Their ſtorms, a wind's ſmall whiſtle through a Ae 
The ſun· clad eagle, a weak flick ring bat; 

And Afric's royal brute, a ſqueaking rat. 


The Trüpzx Passion will make a prominent 
figure on he canvas; and why not, as it is one of 
the moſt prominent features of Na Trunk? Who is there 
that has not ſacrificed to the amorovs Goppess ? 


When dew-clad Evzxixc's modeſt bluſhes fade, 
And Nature ſinks amid the deep'ning ſhade, 
And Lavovs pauſes on the fainting light; 
When beetles hum, and bats in circles ſkim, 
When hills and hamlets, trees and tow'rs, grow dim, 
And SiLexce ſteals upon the gloom of night: 
With joy I tread the ſecret grove, 
To meet the idol of my love. 


What a monſter; who never felt the Sor r Exor108 
Ah! whence art 'Taov, of wealth the ſlave ? 


Go, ſeek the haunted gloom, the grave; 
\- 2 Whoſe. 


* 


\ 
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Whoſe eye, on Money taught to roll, 

Admits not BxAurx to the ſoullß· 
Fly thou the day, Who ſcorn ſt the Fal, 
For thou wert born an imp of CAR. 


But who art Tou, with anxious eye, 

With panting hope, and melting figh, 
Who biddeſt tempting gold depart, 
And only woo'ſt the Virgin's hear??? 

Go THou where Beauty holds her throne ; 

For bliſs was form'd for thee alone. 


111 


Next to the Contemner of the charming Sex, is 
the Savage who abuſes it. Poor MARIAN! ſweet is 
thy ſong of ſorrow ! 


MARIAN's COMPLAINT. 


Since truth has left the ſhepherd's tongue, 

Adieu the cheerful pipe and ſong ; 
Adieu the dance at clofing day, 661 
And, ah ! the hapy morn of May, | 


How 
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Ho oft he told me I was fair,  _ 
1 And wove the garland for my hair! 
How oft for Makz1an cull'd the bow'r, 
And fill'd my lap with ev'ryflow'r | | 
No more his gifts of guile Ill wear, 
But from my brow the chaplet tear; 
The crook he gave in pieces break, 
And rend his ribbons from my neck. 


How oft he vow'd a conſtant flame, | 
And carv'd on ev'ry oak my name ! 

. Bluſh, Corix, that the wounded tree 
Is all that will remember me. 


| Rich fragments of the Txacic and Comte Musk, 
not forgetting the Musk of BALLAD, yclept Orxra, 
will occaſionally pour their coruſcations through the 
work. —Moreovecr will I preſent thce with delicious 
ſcraps of Criticiſm : thou ſhalt likewiſe have Apophs 
thegms—ſo that a part of my labours may with pro- 
priety be baptiſed The Wispom of PETER. The 
Wiſdom of Solomon is well known. Plato and 


Xenophon, the two famous diſciples of Socrates, ga- 
thered 
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thered the good things of their ſublime maſter, fan- 
cying every ſentence that dropt from his mouth, a gem 
of ineſtimable value. Pythagoras uttered ſage max - 
ims for the benefit of poſterity. Nor did the good 
Marcus Aurelius think it beneath his dignity to. turn 
collector. The Eaſtern hemiſphere. glitters with 
apophthegmatic conſtellations; and now behold a 
Bard reſolved to add a ſtar to that of the Weſt. 


Reader, thou ſhalt have more than all this. Thou 
ſhalt be preſented with ſome of the Travels of the 
Bar, who, like the HERO of the Odyſſey, mores ho- 
ninum multorum vidit et urbes. But expect no wonders, 
as I am neither a ManvDeviLLEe, a PsALMANAZAR, 
nor an ABYSSINIAN BRUCE. Unfortunately I have 
met with no Anthropophagi, and men whoſe heads 
do grow beneath their ſhoulders.” 


Ho many Numbers I ſhalt offer thee, is a myſ- 
tery even to myſelf. —Should we not be eaten up by 
the threatening and hungry 84ns-culottes ; by the bleſ- 
fing of Apollo and the Nixe Labiks, a handſome 
volume or two may be produced; and to give thee my 
ſentiment on the Sans-cu/ottes ſubject, I really think 
we thall not be devoured. 

Vor. IV. L Howl 
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Howl thyſelf hoarſe, wild Wan of this fair IsLs 
The happy natives ſhall for ever ſmile, 
© While by thy rage the kingdoms bleed around; 
Safe as the chirping birds amid the Oax, 
That bids defiance to the tempeſt's ſtroke, - 
And keeps with ſtern ſublimity his ground. 


Aprer; 


PINDA- 
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PROLOGUE. 


— — — ſ— 


TO THE CRITICS: 


Now Wrerzx gathers all his glooms, 
And faintly Sor the world illumes; 
Weak wand'rer, ſkirting pale the ſouthern ſky, 
Yet ſquinting on the old blue road, | 
In ſummer with ſuch ſplendor trod, 
Now far, alas! above his wat'ry eye. 


Well! juſt as WIxrER comes, ſo drear, 
Behold the Max gf Ruvwes appear 
Much like the woodcoack—bird too often bit; 


1. © When out are dogs, and ſportſmen dire, 


To try to fit him for the fire; 
Doom'd ſoon to turn, poor fellow, on the ſpit ! 
L 2 Lo 


* 
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Lo, from his ſhelt'ring ſhade he vainly ſprings ! 
With bleeding breaſt, Fuld's legs, and broken wings, 


And ſcatter'd plumes a doud; and hanging head, 
Down falls the emigrant, a lump of lead; 


Soon ſeiz'd by Trav, expecting much applauſe, 
Who, wriggling, brings the pris'ner in his jaws. 
Thus may it moſt unfortunately be, 

Moſt venerable GrxzyBrarDs; with roor Mx! 
Condemn'd, for want of poetry and wit, 

To turn, perchaunce, upon your piercing ſpit ! 


Yet, Sirs, I thank you for all favours paſt ; 
Hoping, moreover, they won't be the 4% 

And, Sirs, whatever fate you may allot me, 
Thanks, thanks, that hitherto you have not ſhot me. 


- 
So much to the liberal CRITIics;— what ſhall I fa 


to the liberal ? 


Rake, if you pleaſe, the kennel of your brains, 
And pour forth all the loaded head contains ; 
I ſhall not ſuffer by it, I am ſure ;— 


Nay, 
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Nay, my poetic plants will better thrive ; 
Exalt their heads and ſmile—be all alive ; 
As mud 1s very excellent manure, 


Brother Authors, attend unto the wiſdom of PE- 
788, Are the cries of the malevolent and envious 
againſt you? Be filent, and let your works fight 
their own 8 . good for nothing? Let 
them die. Poſſeſs they merit? They need not be 
afraid. — Bid your minds then fit calmly on their 
thrones, amidſt the hurlyburly of critical attacks. 


Go, take a leſſon from the glorivus Sun, . [ 
Who, when the elements together run 2 
In wild'conffion—catth and wind and water, 
Looks on the tumult down without difttiay, Fs Ra 17 hor 


Nay, bright and ſmiling - ſeeming thus to ſay, 
« Lord! buſtling Gentleſolk, pray What's the 
a matter aid 
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So buſy chops the threads „„ 

And frees from cumb'rous clay the ſpirit; | 
Ah? why alone ſhall Gariia feel 
The beauties, of thy, pond rous fiecl.? un 

mn en mark thy ey. . p 
Hark! nn A 

And lo, a ſqualid band appear, 

With fallow cheek and hollow eye ! 
Unwilling, lo, the neck they bend ; 

Tet, through thy pow'r, their terrors end, 

And with their heads the Son ROws fly! 
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To Barrows ſhew thy bluſhing face, 

And bleſs RRRBELLIOx's life-tir'd train 1 
Joy to my ſoul! ſhe's on her way, 
Led by her deareft friends, Dismar, 

Daarn, and the Devit, and Tou Pains ! 


Be deaf, O Man, to the inſinuations of Pride. It 
is the poiſonous weed of the heart, that ſuffers not 
a flower of beauty or fragrance to bloom near it. 

Boaſt not the antiquity of thy line; for, to thy 
mortification, be it known, that the Fax xv of Hoes 


-þ 
was created before thee. 


OY 
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What can the wiſef boaſt ? alas, how little | 

Then, Paips, be ſparing of thy ſaucy ſpittle ; 
Nay, do not ſquirt it in the humbleſt face: 

The wheel of Fox rox is for ever turning; 

Jor's birthday- ſuit may ſoon be chang'd to mourning 5 

NiMzobs become the viftims of the chace. = ® 


Yes, Pats, I hate thee—canker of our hature 
Why look contemptuous on a tellow-creature, as Fl 5 

Becauſe it is a monkey or a pig ? a | 
L 4 
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They too have qualities, or I'm miſtaken : 

What man excels a hog in making bacon A 
What mortals, | mike a monkey, dance a Jig? 


What man, from bough to bough, like Jacxo ſprings? 
Ingenious rogue! who twiſts his tail, and ſwings? 


ab we deſpiſe, Want they cannot preach, 
Forſooth, ungiſted with the pow” rs of ſpeech ? 
That were a joke indeed to make a ſonzs 8 
Ah me |! what uunbers of the human race 
Moſſ fortunately had eſcap'd diſgrace, 2 
Had Heav' x forgot to give their mouths a fongue 


In vat preach—Patvt laughs at all 1 ay; ; 
Reſoly'd, ber fool, to hr. = e 2 


- = 


TE P ROUD OL D. MAID, 


A winking, hobbling, crabbed, proud Old Maid, 
Whoſe charms had felt a heavy cannonade 

From TIxE“s ſtrong batt'ry,—to whoſe loſty noſe 
A rotten reputation was a roſe, 


N : 5 wi | Liv'd 


SHORE wh 


Liv'd in a country. tow—there ſpit her pile. 


And dwelt on SCAX Day s flories with þ delight, 
N 


17 
Proud of kt name (though poor) indeed v was F779 = 


In genealogies, an epicure; EY 


Knew, to a hair, each perſon” 8 pedigree, 
From that of ſplendour, to the moſt obſcure. 
Madam G ron How arp was * name 
An appellation always carrying fame, Wa a 
As ev ry Howanp kins with NoRFOLK' O Doxs ; Act 
Moreover, ev ry CAMPBELL of our Iſle, 1 
Cobbler, or chimney-ſweeper, claims AzovLe; 
And ele to QUEENS RY doth a DouGLAsS look; 0 


Boaſting a certain portion of that blood, 7 * 
Not to be waſh'd away by Noah's flood. _ . - 


CorsiN of NorroLs, would ſhe often name, 
When CoxvysRsaT10N aſk'd for no ſuch kin; 
Cousin of NorFoLk then untimely came; | 


Nay, by the head and ſhoulders was lugg'd in. 


'. PISDARLANG- 
This Lapr, on a certain darkſome night, 
From cards returning by a lantern's light; 
The lantern by her ſervant Berry held, 
Who walk' d before this Dame, to ſhew the way j 
When thus it happen'd, ſadly let me oy, 
Such is th unhappineſs of blipking Eld— 


As het two eyes fo dim could only fare, 

And therefore wanted cleaning and repair; 
Againſt fone head, zer poking head ſhe popp 4 
Daſh'd with conſuſion, ſuddenly ſhe ſtopp'd, - 
Drew back, and bent for once her ruſty knee— 
« ] beg rus in Sir,” ſaid _ | 


Then foll6%/d Miſtreſs Bzrry.—* Bleſs us, Ber, 
Tell me, who was the Gentleman I met; 
« Whoſe face 1 bound ſo hard again with 
„ oth 
Buer could not for her ſoul the * reſiſt— 
WA Gentleman 7 —a Fack- afs, Ma'am, you Kifs'd; 
« 1 hope you found Jack's kiſſes very fine.” 


«An Aſs!" with anger ſwelling, ſcreech'd the Dawvr— 
+ WM An Aſs !--Lord ! Betty, I ſhall die with ſhame ? 
tne” | “ Gire 
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« Give me a knife T' ſpoil the raſcal's note; 
« Give me a knife—]'ll run and cut his throat. 


« Berry, font fay x word an't—thay, glam 
] curtſied, and aſk'd pardon of an 45!” 


- 
* 
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EARLY. PROPENSITIES 


HAN Aal! 4 ad 0 U. 4 


How early Gen1vs ſhews itſelf at times ! 
Thus Pops, the pride of Poets, Ii% d in rhymes ; 
And thus the RAT Six Joskrn“ (ſtrange to utter! 
To whom each inſect- cater is a fool) 
Did, when a very little boy at ſchool, 
Munch ſpiders ſpread upon his en butter! 


* Sir Joſeph Banks, the Preſident of the Royal Society, who hs 
often declared this rare fact of himſelf, and who is ſo improved i 
power as to be able to devour an alligator, 
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INVITATION 
To 
CYNTHIA. 


= — 


COME, Crx TIA, to thy ſhepherd's vale, 

Though tyrant WINTER ſhade the ſcene; 
The leafleſs grove has felt his gale, | 
And ev'ry warbler mourns his reign. - 


Yet, what to me the howling wind ? 
Thy voice the linnet's ſong ſupplies . 

Or what the cloud to me, who find 

Eternal ſunſhine in thy eyes ? 


KISSES. 


G7 
» 


LY 
LEES 


r a: © 
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Hari ſer. DAR SUSAN, one kind kiſs before we 
part. | 8 
Suſan. Not the thouſandth part of one, Mr. Lieu- 


tenant, I aſſure you. Keep your diſtance, pray, kind 
Sir. Kiſſes indeed I wonder what fool _ invented 


the nonſenſe ! 


Hawſer. Nonſeriſe ! — Sei, Safan ! rapture, Su- 
ſan! | 
8 ON. 
When we dwell on the lips of the laſs we adore, 
Not a pleaſure in nature is mifling : 
May his ſoul be in Heav'n, he deſerv'd it, I'm ſure, 
Who was firſt the invenfor of kiſſing. 


Maſter 
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Maſter Ab Au, I verily think, was the man, 
Whoſe diſcov'ry will ne'er be ſurpaſt; 
Well, ſince the ſweet game with creation began, 
To the end of the world may it laſt | 


[Catches Susi, and kiſſes ber, 
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I DO not love a Cat—his diſpoſition is mean and 
ſapiedeng. & ending of years is cancelled in : 
moment by an accidental tread on his tail or foot, 
He inſtantly ſpits; raiſes his rump, twiris his tai d 
malignity, and ſhuns you; turning back, as he goes 
off, a ſtaring vitidictive face, full of borrid oaths and ! 
unſorgiveneſs; ſeeming to fay, ·Perdition catch you! 
I hate you for ever.” But the Dog is my delight :- 
trad. on his tail or-foot; he expreſſes, for, a-moment, if \ 
the uncaſineſs of his feelings ; but in a moment the 
complaint is ended. He runs around you; jumps up 
againſt ,you z | ſeems. to declare hiis-4errow Jen com 
plaining, as it was not intentionally done, hy, 
to make himſelf the aggreſſor; and begs, by whi- 
nings and lickings, that Maſter will think of it no 
mere. Many a time, when: Ranger, wiſhing for : 
little, ſports: has run to the guny nel: to it, then 
wriggling bis tail, and, with eyes full. of the, moſt ex- 
pteſſive ire, leaped up agaiuſt me, whining and beg: 
ging, have I, againſt my inclination, indulged him 
| 1A ” 2 f With 


| PINDARIANA: 161 
with a camper through the woods or in a field : for 
many a time he has leſt a warm neſt, among the 
ſows of winter, to ſtart pleaſure for me. Thus is 
there a moral obligation between a Man and a Dog. 


Tux OLD SHEPHERD's DOG. 


The old Shepherd's Dog, like his maſter, was gray 
His teeth all departed, and feeble his tongue ; 
Yet where'er Coxtx went, he was follow'd by Tray i 
Thus happy through life did they hobble along. 
noeme. 


When, fatigu'd, on the graſs the Shepherd would 

For a nap in the ſun—'midft his ſlumbers ſo ſweet, 

His faithful companion crawl'd conſtantly nigh, 

Plac'd his head on his lap, or lay down at his 
feet. 


When WixTzz was heard on the hill and the plain, 
And torrents deſcended, and cold was the wind, 

l Coam went forth 'midſt the tempeſts and rain, 
Tray ſcorn'd to be left in the chimney behind. 


— 
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PANDARIANA: 
At length ip tlie fi ̃ made dus laſt bod; 


Fer xnin, againſt death. SER 
To ſiex Cons hand he rear't up his weak head, 
4 Aten gell hun. clos'd: ha: oy ern clos d 
To, them forever, 


| Nor At SAL dn rr 
; Who, oft oer his; grave wi true, ſorrove woul 
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Norw ITHSTANDING the general contempt of 


poor STERXHOLD and Horxins, of pjulm+enditing! me- 
mory, I do not deem them beneath tlie dignity of ſome 
imitation. I fear that too many a Poet fi tlie preſent 
day is affected (if I may ein an expneſlioh) with 
a Phnſi-phobia, or a dread of nature and ſimplicity; 
and, if 1 may judge from tlib diſitully of oomprehend- 
ing their meaning, they fancy Onscuxrrr to be the 
genuine parent of, the Suhliaz. In the following 
Ballad I have endeavoured to ſteer between the 7zwo, 
aſſumlng a little liberty with hiſtorical truth reſpecting . 
Jexxy and the celebrated 'Avid Ronix. | 


JENNY% COMPLAINT. 
The night was ſtill and full of fear, 
And all-the world ſeem'd dead; 
When pond' ring on poor Robin Gray, | 
I went with ſighs to bed. 0 n¹¹,ẽ41a 


3 0) 


M 2 There, 


[264 | PINDARIANA. 
There, while my heart did heave with grief, 
The moon, that wand ter pale. 
In at my window peep'd and ſhin'd E 
So faint * er, 


| 1 be eye in vain to ſleep, 

And figh'd * Ah! well-a-day!“ 

For then I dwelt on my dear love, 
My buried Robin Gray: 


mne | 
All dreary and forlorn, - FIR” 
V hair did drink the briuy te ing! 
That down my cheek. did mourn. 


Sudden a * like ink ſo black, 
The moon's pale face o ercaſt; 
The window ſhook, and horror howl'd, 
Amid the hollow Blaſt. th 


The oaks that proudly look d on high, 
Their lofty heads bent low., | 

And midſt their mighty branches roar 4. 
As if they ſcorn'd to bow. 


aL 1 But, 


| 
| 
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But, like a giant in his court, dure 
The ſtorm went ruſhing nn 
„„ r ee + 
As heedleſs what was done. whey eV] 


N ow thunder from the black cloud _— 


And tervitied —_ 


But my poor bleeding heart with ' 
Since often it had wiſh'd to Je Ab» nνe d 


For dear auld Robin Gray. y 
Now did a ſpectre form appear, 4 

Al aged, pale, and wan} 
And, by his viſage, T could ſpy 79 ip | 1 | 


He was my loſt auld Man. 


— — 
vil we CIS 


Now on my bed-fide did he fit, 
As harmleſs as a dove; 

And though he had two hollow eyes, 
\ They look'd with tendreſt love. 

M 3 
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Forth from their ſoghets then did ru 
Full many a drop o π W,] e 


G4 


So from he ah o rigged rook! A. 
7 


| The pearly waters flo rite eh [Rig 


« Jeſa !”/Iery'd, and ſtretoh d my ams 
To claſp him round the waiſt; 


But nought,of his poor ſpectre dreav 1 
My longing arms emhrac d. 


« Oh! Jenny (chen he ſaid) in vain 0 58 Ya! 
Thy arms would claſp me in:: 
For Spirits, ſuch/as thou hold ſt. 


Have neither bones nor ſkin. 


Full on his viſage did I gage 


All hurried with ſurpriſe a | 2 "_ 


And, eager to devour each look, B. mos * 


My foul ruſh'd through my eyes. | 


* 


Now did I ſtrive to catch his hand, 


That preis d fo often mie lets 


But 'twas in vain—' —— air, 
Which made my heart to piu. 


* 


600 


And yet lus hands ſoſhritelbd were, Judd, ? 
As made of floſh arid bia i: Kai dl. 
But God knows beſtrwhat ſhould be done, 
And God is very good. M ee 


And art thou happy, then, Ic yd, nd 
In this thy preſent late?” 24h, 1 
He ſmil'd like Angels then, and ſaid. E 
« God well Hat chang d my fate! 3411 


Let innocence, O Jane, be thine, oA uA 
And peace ſhall duell with thee;ñ 

And when juſt Hewtndfhalt call thee hence, 
„With Robin- thou halt be) 

With that he look'd a ſweet farewell, L 
And rais'd each wetted eye; SLES 

Then glided off, and, as he went. 
I heard the kindef'igh:-- li ol 242 N 


Adieu!“ I cry'd;: half honk d with grief, 
% Soul of my ſaul, adlicu nn 

My boſom thirobs to leave this wworId, 
And thy dear flight purſne . 

i} M 4 « Put 


168. PEANDARUANA.- X 
« But Robig, Robin, fm alle 1! + 
Ah] ſtay awhile? I , 
« As Jemmy is come home fon ſes, 

« May I with Jemmy ed? ?? 


eee 4 $36) ee, 
But off his ghoſt did go: N bft 4ky 

Which mads me wonder—bat perhaps 149411 
„ .',? —“—S:?ꝰ ee ond / 


Auld Robin's ländaaflen io m eite £2229 | 
Whilſt we in lave ditÞ-liveyar > Dq 14 t 

Deſerve more freams from itheſt ſuch eyes, 1 

Than they have draps tg 1 


The evening that he ſouglit lis grave 
Did wear a diſmal gloum: 

And all who did the burying ſce, 
With eyes fa red went home. 


I thought was ſweeteſt fame am 
And when I die, God grant my bier 
Be ſprinkled with the ſame ! 


PID ATA. 189 


The harmleſs children, too, vary 0.2 nd 
Did pour their little fiche, a N 4 

3 „ (BL AA 
They ſtrain'd their wat ry eyes. 


And when into the earth below - 
His corpſe at length was giv n, 

They look'd towards each other's eyes, 
And figh'd, He's gone to Heaven -  - 


Then on his grave they fat them down 
And lifp'd his name with praiſe, * / ' 

Tilt all the little wights-did with” + + 
To be auld Robin Gra. 
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Love is 2 Pretty, paſiap, 40 her lures. aid no 11:4 
And long, fay I, indeed, may, Loys engure:! A 
Yet now and then ta Pxympeg%.thould/it look 
Yes, take a little leaf from Vsvon's book. 


Our boys, alas! begin too ſoon/to ſigh, 

Mourn the pierc'd heart, and lay them down to die; 
Juſt like expiring ſwans, with tuneful breath, 

Sweet rhyming in the agonies of death. 


Too ſoon the girls abuſe of pens the nib, 
And pour their little groaning ſouls on paper: 
Lor ſhould not come till Tu removes the bib; 
Miſſes ſhould learn to wall before they caper. 


Loves, 


PINDARIANAE 17 
Lorz, though it deals in fioeets, has many ſamo} '* 
It does not always furniſh happy hours, 
Putting us oft in diſmal ſituations: ente avo.l 
The novelty ſets people's fouls a longinfiz ** 
What thouſands to their ruin thus æro throhging !* 


Indeed we ſee the evil in all nations. 


I fear Love does at times a deal of harm: 
It keeps the world alive, it is conſeſꝰd; 
So far, indeed, I like the pleafing charm — 
Yet, yet, through Love, what thouſands are diſ- 
treſs'd ! 
« Give me,” exclaims the Yourn, © but heav'nly 
“ kiſling, 


And lo, I ſeek nought elſe—for nought is miſling ; / 


Let me for ever dwell on CnLoe's lip; 
* On CnLox's boſom let me only lie; 
«* There pour in ſwecteſt ecſtaſy the ſigh, 

* And, like the bee, the honey'd treaſure fin, 
* Theed not fragrant wines, nor fleſh, nor fiſh; 
Cox is all I want, and all I with!” 


And thus again the raptur'd Nyxen exclaims, 
* Sweet are of Love the ſighs, and dear the flames 
% Lovg 


q LETS >” » & 
n 


— 


— 


9 2 n 


n 
Fac ow 


-_ 


r — 
* 


5 


« Loves fmiles away the dark ning clouds of life : 
Lon feels no rains, nor ſtorms, nor pinching cold: 
„ Lov wants not fire nor candle, meat, clothes, 
4 «goto! oo! © fi! 17 
* Ars bliſi is center d in that one word . ie. 
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OW L AND PARROT. 


AN ow fell deſp'rately in love, poor ſoul ! 
Sighing and hooting in his lonely hole— 

A PaxRor the dear object of his wiſhes, 

Who in her cage enjoy'd the loaves and fiſhes, 
In ſhort, had all ſhe wanted—meat and drink, 
Waſhing and lodging—full enough, I think. 


Squire OwL moſt muſically tells his tale; 

His oaths, his ſqueezes, kiſſes, ſighs, prevail: 
Poll cannot bear, poor heart, to hear him grievez 
So opes her cage, without a © By your leave ;” 

Are married, go to bed with raptur'd faces, 

Rich words, and ſo forth—uſual in ſuch caſes. 


\ 


- A day 


0194 »PINDARIANA. 


A day or two paſs d amorouſly ſweet ; | 
Lore, kiſſing, cooing, billing, all their meat: 
At length they both felt hungry—* What's for 
+... dinner? 
« Pray,yhadhgre we ty cat, my dear? quothyPor.r,— 
„Nothing! by all my wiſdom,” anſwer'd Owr ; 
I never thought of that, as I'm a finner ; 


“ But, Pos V, on ſomething I ſhall put my pats— 
What ſay'ſt thou, DEAxx, to a diſh of rats?“ 


7 


[uot 2007 Woll 1: 1 
„ Rats, Mrst#8 Ow! dye think that I'll cat rats! 
Fat them youtſelf, or give them to the cats,” 
Whiries the poor Bride, now burſting into teats.— 
„Well Port x, would you rather dine on mouſe ? 
« I'll catch a few, if any in the houſee; 
« Thou ſhalt not ſtarve, Love, fo diſpel thy fears.” 


« [ wor't catrats—l won't eat mice I won't: 
« Don't tell me of ſuch dirty vermin don't: 
« O that within my cage I had but tarried 1” 
« Por Lx, quoth Owr, I'm ſorry, I declare, 
« So delicate, you reliſh not our fare 
VJou ſhould have thought of that before you mar- 


« Nied.“ 


3 | This 


Sh mA aps 
This fable aptly alſo will apply | 
To Frenchmen—Sans-culottes-men.— Ali! how 2 why? 

- 1 * ; 
The French are changeful fellows, all muſt grant ; 
Cameleohs—but; at! changing far. the wotſe : 
Poor ignorants, ſcarce knowing what they want; 

Bart'ring too often bleſſings for a curſc. 


r 


All good, in one word, NoveLry, they ſce ! 
So ſtrong within them is of change the leaven : 
A Frenchman's flutt ring ſoul would feel enuui 
Een midſt the bleſſed conſtancy of Haun: 
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SOFT child of Lovz—thow'balmy bliſs, 
Inform me, O delicious Kiss, 
Why thou ſo ſuddenly art gone? 

Loſt in the moment thou art won? 


Yet go—for wherefore ſhould I ſigh ? 
On DeLr1a's lip, with raptur'd ey, e 
On DzL1a's bluſhing lip I ſee 

A thouſand full as ſweet as tber. 


— ot” 
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* LIN LONG. 


WAITTEN IN HIS TENT, DURING A HUNTING EXCURSION, NEAR 
MOUKDEN. | 


Mar hot b ya r 

Fo-cheou biang tie kie, 

Soung-cht ouei fang m; 

San pin tchou fue Ils. 

Pong y tche kio tang, ——_— 

Ou tch# tcheng koang hiud, 

Houo heou pien yu hic, 

Ting yen y cheng mie. 
d Ngueon po fien jou, Fog 
WW. N Tan 
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DAUM ANA. 


Tan lou ty tchan yut, 


Ou yun king tai pan 
Ko ou, pou ko choud. 


Pon fou teou loty 
Vs bo yum kiang the 


Gran. 
Lin- fou chang che pie. 
Lan ku Tchao-tcheou ngan 


\ Po ſiao Yu-tchouan kis | 


Han fiao ting fing leon. 
Kou yud kan hiuen tſue. 


Joan pab tchen i yr 
Jo hing fing ou Kis. 


Kien-long ping-yn. , _ 
Siao ic bun yu Ty... 


TRANSLATION 
OF THE PRECEDING 


IMPERIAL PANEGYRIC ON 74 


THE flow'r Mebs is not fo bright, 

And yet it gives the eye delight 3 © 
It likewiſe has a charming imell : 

The pines, too, are a pretty fruit, 

That much indeed my palate ſuit, 
And much in flavour, too, excel. 


Get an old kettle, if you pleaſe, 
For ſuch a thing is found with eaſe, 
„That has three legs—and therefore ſhows 
; N 2 


| Its 
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Its ancient ſervices ;—then fil! 
With water, and what's beſt, the rill, 
The lucid rill, from melted ſows. 

Heat in this kettle, to your wiſh, 

The water fit to boil a fiſh, 

Or turn the blackeſt lobſter red; 

Pour then the water on the tea, 


Then dix it, and till drive, dye fee, 


All the blue devils from your head. 


Far from the toil of ſtate affairs 

I ſteal away, to drown my cares, 

For whieh I take of tea a cup; 

And then I ſnap the rich Fochu, 

Fine to the taſte, and to the view; 3 
And then again the tea 1 ſup. 


h Now on the rare Mts | gaze; of 
Now of the ancients, with amaze, 
I think—and alſo with delight; ; 
And now upon the greut Orb, N 
The beſt and frugaliſt bf nin 


„Wbo li den pine from morn to right; © 


- PINDARIA NG EL 
With envy on nee ki ü r 
And then I drinb: n , 
| 228 aud eat th uten hu 


When, lo! I paſs from great Lixeou 

To that great Prince, yclept 'Tcxao-Tcaeov ;— 
Then upon Yov-Tcrovan I ponder : 
Thus do I fit, and eat, and drink, and wonder. 


The fi, my fancy plainly ſees 
Surrounded by all ſorts of trees ; 
Now taſting this rich fruit, now that ſo fine: 
I mark the ſecond quaffing the rich water; 
But, knowing very little of. the matter, 
Thank Heav'n his vulgar taſte was never mine. 


T hear, Thear the evening drum 
Sounding aloud, © Go to bed, Tom!“ 

Good me! how pleaſant is the ſtarry night! 
Lo, on each diſh, and filver ſpoon, 
And plate, and porringer, the moon 
Peeps through my tent with friendly hight. 


N 3 
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Now, this is charming, I muſt own; © 
My ſtomach, too, ſo eaſy grown! Da 
And now FIl take a\riap—thus ends my ſong, | 
Compos d by me (a humble Bard) KEN Lowe, 
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In THE MANNER OF KMM LONG. / 
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Delicious Dany, but, ah! beſt i 
When from the Eaſtern Ind; not Weſt; 


Nought richer is, I think, than thee = 
Into a roaſter, with my hand, 
I put thee, and then o'er thee ſtand, 

And then I catch thy ſmell with glee. 


And now I ſhake thee round about ; 
And, when turn'd brown, I take thee out 
And then I put thee in a mull; 
And, when to powder thou art cruſh'd, 
Into a tin pot thou art puſh'd, 
J0o feel the boiling ſmoking rill. 


N 4 And 
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And now from my tin pot's long noſe 

The fragrant fluid ſweetly flows ; 
„Au nowil put the lihy cream 

And ſugar too, the beſt of brown; 


And, happy, now I. gulp thee down, 
EKoeeping my noſe upon the ſteam. 


On HasT1x6s now m. ſenſes work; 


And now on virtuous EpxunD Burke, 
Who calmly let Siz Tnoxas ſcape: 
And hen HD myſelf , (71 17 1. 

<« :Is i6hour dead? ah, woll · a-day! | 
And tin — 
.Þi 1 . 
Now cſi Jörn eee 
And now at his rare merit wonder, 
In flies and tadpoles deep; 
And now to many a drowiſy hend 
Y hear the drowſy BLacpor® read, 
And then Till aſleep. os 


Sir Joſeph's night hand, and * Society; 
who has very often read the very an meetings of the Rep 
Society to lumber. 
1 ODE 
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O DO E. 
WHEN Frarr kr fings, Abox opes his eyes ſu clcar, 
And claps ſo briſk the trumpet to his car, 
So wan rouſyindpir'd be liſts, and ſces 


When FLarT'ry fings, pale CoLic's pains are off: 
ConsumeT1oN pants not, but forgets his cough ; 
And AsrnMAꝰs loaded lungs forbear to wheeze. 


Stung is the. ſoul with Hyr's rope · off ring evils ? 
FLATT'RY'S a taliſman to drive the devils. 


Sweet on the liſt' ning ear of ſtilly N 1GHT, 5 
As warbling dyeth PaiLomerA's ſong 22 

| So on the car of man, with rich delight, 

The lulling mufic flows from FLartT'sy's tongue. 


Shew me the man, and I will thank thee for it, 
Who ſays, with truth,“ Poh ! Flatt'ry ! I abbor it.” — 
f _—_ 
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"Ts a non-deſeripi—by Six Josxrn bred 
A Sono monſter, born without a head. 


FLATT'RY'S beet miller of her art; 
With * —— 
What mortal can withſtand the fire of FLArr' RY ? 
No one! tis ſuch a moſt ſucœſsſul ny 
No head, however thick, refiſts its ſhot; - 
ene eee it ER a fot „ 
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„Got a; down, you toad, ” ery'd SusAN to A a Spider, 
High on the gilded cornice a proud rider, j 
And, wanton, ſwinging by his filken rope ; ; 
— II teach thee to ſpin. cobwebs round the room; 
« You're now upon ſome murder, I preſume— 
u d thee—if Ldon't, fay I'm no Pope.” 


5 17 
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Then Susux brandiſh'd her long btu, d ta, I | 
Determin'don a fatatpuſk, Told paul) . ML» - 

"To bring the rope: datier to ground, © | 

* ene n confot 


/T* D 7 On! 17% . 14 
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The Spider, bleſt with oratory grace, ; 
Blipp'd down, and, ftaringSvsax 1 in the face, r 


„ He, NS lurks there murder in that heart 


O harb'rous, lovely Susan! I'm amaz d! 
O dan that form, on which o oft I've ed, 


| « Poflefs of cruelty the flighteſt pan? 


Ah! can that rating boſom of delight, 
* On which P've peep'd with wonder many a night, 
« Nay, withtheſe fingers ouch tod, let me ſhy, 
* Contain a heart of cruelty Paine?! / 10 7 
Fc That boſom, which exceeds the rjew-fall'n Mo, 
6 All ſoftneſs, Ore, ono eternal ing a ＋ 
bel ET. 28 
60 ud Uk as FEI diſorder'd"brain— 
* How, ImeupeNcs ! repeat thoſe words again: 


„ Come, come, confeſs with honeſty—ſpeak, peak, 
60 Say, did you rrally crawl upon my neck? 1 


1 


6 SUSAN, 


606 ere 
„ Susan, by all thy. hear'nly M us 
* Thy ann. cheek, {© agel, by. and, thy coaſt 


« hit; 1207 rob dort i 
cc 100 not ſtand it, and . Mic.“ 


vt CL , « 


4 Longe een Me. Spider? 6 go., . 
V. Susan! e r wal ww. 


' 15 Ni 1 0 . 9 
60 Ary't you. tis” gravely; Susan Fries 5 Ts 
* Arn t you for ever buſy, wih that claw, "_ 40 
Killing poor unoffending little flies, 


85 Mexely to ſatisſy your gaſty may 2” 18 11th * 


gin R nern bn, of 4 44 * Haid vv ut « 
e enen. don't avon feed gn gentle lud 
« Don't you pn pxctty Jittle pigeons ram , 


ene nom am em cs Herr often die 7" 


« Thataraytruc,” guoth Suse, 5 tre indeed 
« Lord | with what eloquence theſe Spiders plead! 


— ee beats f er 


nk e fake, I verily vers. 
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5 But then you are ſo apy.” —<< Ah! feet Sur, 
« 1 did not make myſelf, you know too well: 
Could I have/Amade myſelf, I had be you, = 
« And kill'd with envy ey” ry beauteous BaIII. 
* 
He wihisGyier1—yhata Ea | 
Well! go about thy bus'nefs—go-along; n 
« AI! Antal itiderd their food muſt get: 
« And hear me—ſhouldſt mou look, with longing 
66 eyes, 


At any time on young, fat, lmcious flies, 
I' drive the little raſcals to thy net. 


Lord! then how blind. Ive irn 
40 ture! 10 1 76 2 1 wel ! 
bag a Spd, eren aue, AL * 
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Belonging to Miss Motuy M>—, But ſpoil d by the Author's ina 
., Avertent Stupidity, in throwing. on it a Cup of Coffees 6. 


O FAIR protectreſs of tha faireft Man, ' 
How ſhall the Pox r for his crime atone ? 

80 lately bleſt as thou, I'm ſore afraid 
I have no recompence to offer — none 


But Mort v parts with thee with pitying eye! 
Then from this moment do not dare complain : 
Nay, more—the Nxxrn ſurveys thee with a fgb— 

Then boaff /—the enty thou, of ev'ry ſwain. 


1. 
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Tat wot 
THE meaneſt creature — may contain, 
As PRoVYID RN E ne er makes a thing in v“⁸ ʒw. 


Upon a day, a poor and trav ling Tinkerr,ĩÜ 


On Fox ruxx's various tricks a conſtant thinker, Dus 22 
Faſs d in ſome village near a Miller's dogr ; — 
Where, lo! his eye did moſt aſtoniſn d catch | A 


The Miller's daughter peeping o'er the hatch, ' 5 01 
Deform'd, and monſtrous ugly, to, be ſure. 1 
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Struck /with-th” uncommon form, the Tinker farte, 
Juſt like a frighten'd horſe, or murd'rer carted, 
Up gazing at the gibbet and the rope: 
Turning his brain about, in a brown ſtudy, : 
(For, as I've ſaid, his brain was not ſo muddy) 
„ *Shud!: (quoth the Tinker) I have now ſome 
cc hope; | 


. Foarvnr, the jade, is not far off, pexthancs”— 
And then began to rub his hands, and dance. 


Now all fo full of love, o'erjoy'd he ran, 
Embrac'd and ſqueez d Miss GRrsr, and thus began: 
My dear, my foul, my angel, ſweet Miss Gnisr, 
& Now may I never mend a kettle more, 
If ever I ſaw one mb | 
Then, < nothing loch , like Bre, the nymph le 
kifs'd. | 


* 


Now, very ſenſibly indeed, Miss Gzisr 
Thought opportunity ſhould not be miſo d: | 
Knowing that Paupkry oft lets ſlip a jqy: 

Thus was Miles GRIS too prudent to be c. 

For really tis with girls a dangerous farce, 


Jo flout a ſwain, when offers are but ſcarce. 


2 
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die did not traum, and very, * Pinot be woody! 
Keep offy you ſmutty fellow=-dows'be rades © 
„I'm meat eee I. 
Indeed — £6832 D164 (tr; ! 
Weine add — Ja eo 
Suffer d her Tinker lover to imprint Derr | 
Sweet kiſſes on her lip, and ſqueeze her hand, 
Hug her, and ſay the ſofteſt things unto her, 
And in Love's plain and pretty language woo her, 
Without a * or e en a N 
ie 1 
Soon won, the Amen agreed n 
And, when the Tinker choſe, chen ba led, 


wow ot i gc huam yen us 0 
News ths ohm het een 
Who at his noiſy mill ſo buſy'plied, | | TY 


Grinding, and taking handſome toll of corn, 
Sometimes, indeed, 700 handſome to be borne. 

te) 2110; | 7 od 

„Ho! Matter Miller!” did the Tinker iy —-— 

Forth from bis cloud of flour the Miller came? 

Nice weather, Maſter Miller charming da 

q Gods > ove Miller mn 76 


r 4.4 4 # | {8 [ F A iT 


Not. IV. "MY «© Now, 


. 
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Now, Miller; poſſibly you may not gueſs 
« At this ſame buſineſs I am come about: 
„ "Tis this then know, I love your daughter Bs; 

0 — Maſter Miller * — S o. 


cc, e e eee 10nd ye 
&© I likes your {it * and ſhe _ me.” 
Set Trad baonuyit beg ay afar 23 ll 4 

« Poh “% * the Miller, grinning at the; Tinke, 

Thou doſt not mean to marriage to perſuade her; 
« Ugly as isthe'Dev'l I needs muſt think her, 

* 1 to be ſure, tis ſaid, twas me that mai: 
+. 6B 740400 Lute 1 4 (7 & $0 

+þ 1 26 7 1 Q get 46 9 1100 IP 

15 Na, no, though ſhe's my daughter, I'm not Man: 
„ But, Tinker, what hath now poſſeſs d thy mind 
«© 'Thou'rt the firſt offer ſhe has met, by Gad 
But tell me, Tinker, art thou drunk, or mad!“ 


v 


«© No—F'm not drunk, nor mad,” the Tinker cry, 
But Bzx's the maid 1 wiſh to make my bride ; 
. No girl in theſe two eyes doth Ber excel.” 
Why, foo}, (the Miller ſaid) Be'r hath a:bump/ 
And then her noſe the noſe of my old pump.” 
* I know it (quoth the Rn know it well.” 
| | « Her 


f 


ol; 
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« Her face (quoth Gars r) is freckled, wrinkled, flat; 
Her mouth as wide as that of my Tom Car ; 

« And then ſhe ſquints a thouſand ways at once— 
« Her waiſt, a corkſcrew ; and her hair, how red ! 
« A downright bunch of carrots on her head— 

« Why what the dev Lis got into thy ſconce ?” 

« Nodev'l is in my ſconce,” rejoin'd the Tinker; 

0 wy Lord! 1 wel ＋ Tthink her? 
| 00601 4, fort gli 3 tie ' 
Why, man (quot Gilate) mes fit" to make a 

«Snow, . ut! t lo ruin LOU 

6 And therefore fure I am that mou matt banter!” 
« Miller! (reply'd the Tinker) rigiit! for know, | 

« "Tis for that W e eee, * 
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2110 woT vir Yo aal es bin Hum 1H » 
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Don T21l no Mors lo fonnd e / 
enen e eee eee 
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A SIGHING ſolitary form I roam; 


A tcar on NAZPRE'S u \ niverſal ule! ATECTI of if 
Thou Gzn1vs of my natal hour, whoſe, band 
Piexces, my moments with the thorns of wac, - 
Whey will the meaſure of, vy grief be full? 


When will the ſilent, aſp, of hopeleſs love 1 
Withdraw his fang of n from my heart ; 


How lately joy was mine !—but where is joy, 
That cheerful pour'd a ſunſhine o'er my ſoul ? 
Gone! like the laſt, laſt ſun, to fink in night, 
Narunz's laſt night, and gild a.morn no more 


Enter CAMtLLA. 
My lov d Hermione, I heard thy ſigh, 
Aud let my ſleep to ſoften thy affliction. 
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Why killeſt thou that gentle frame with weeping ? 
Sorrowing, thou ſeemeſt to delight in woe, 
And feed exiſtence upon ſighs and tears. | 

HT 


MM Yay U 4 0 
Camilla, the dread filence of the hour 
Suits but too well the colour of my ſoul. 
Nienr, who to others brings the balm of ſleep, 
And happy dreams to foothe the Pedbeful breaſt, | 
Pours on my wakeful eye, far diff rent gueſts ; \ 
The fouleſt, darkeſt demons of deſpair, 
Lorn, at the midnighthour, when all is buſh'd, 
I wander reſtleſs ; ſadly now I fit, 
My brimfull eyes for hours both mgtiopleſs, -  . - 
Swimming with woe, towards the paſting Moos, ., ., 
Who on me, as the lonely glides along. 
Caſts a pale beam of melaneholy light, N 


A cond! . \ 
1 - 


That ſeems a ray ef pity .on,my.ſate,  -, . » 
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O SACRED font of life WAL! 
Before thy glorious beam we fall, 

And ſtrike with raptur'd hand the hre; ; 
To thee we lift our wond'ring eyes; | 
To thee the hymn of morn ſhall riſe, 

And bleſs thy mounting orb of fire. 


Chorus. 


Hail to that Oxs, from whoſe rich fountain flow 
Beams that illume and glad the world below. 


Unſeen 
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Unſeen by thee had NAruxRk mourn'd ; 

No ſmile her Athiop cheek adorn'd ; 

Pale N164T had ſpread her ſpectre'd reign, 
And death-like Hoxrok rul'd the ſcene. 


5 * 1 Y * 
* - 


0... 
| Chorus, 
All hail the beams that Ni deſtroy, 
And wake an opening world to joy ! 
Bright ſpreading o'er the Vasr of gloom, 


ce 
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That chaſe the ſpectres to their tomb. | 
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CHLOE, no more muſt we be billing— 


There goes my laſt, my poor laſt ſhilling ; 
Vile FoxTuxs bids us part! 
Yet, Caros, this my boſom charms, 
That, when thou'rt in another's arms, 
I ſtill poſſeſs thy Heart. 
ForTuNE's a whimſical old Dame, £ 
And poſſibly may bluſh with ſhame 
At this her freak with me : 
But ſhould ſhe ſmile again, and offer, 
Well fill'd with gold, an ample oolfer 
= ſend the key to Thee, | 


THE 
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WELCQME; thou Man of Sorrows, to niyQoor T 
A willing balm thy wounded heart ſhalt find; 
And lo, thy guiding Doe my cares implore! 
O haſte. and ſhelter from th unfeeling wind. 


Alas ! ſhall Mis'u V ſeck my cot with fighs, 
And humbly NY * 414 
8 go with lifted eyes,, 

And on my threſhold leave or updeviding tea} 


Thou boweſt for the pity I beſtoß :::: 
Bend au to m 'becduls'F moutis GRicfs; 1+ T 
lam thy debtor much to Thee I owe; 
For kearn—the greateſt blefling is to 04%. 
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Thy hoary locks; and wan and pallid check. 
And-quiv'ring lip, to fancy ſeem to fay, 

« A mom than common Baec ar we befpeak ; 
A ſorm that once has known a happier day.” 


Thy figttich oft, und vinerable bed,, 


And preſs d, by weight of years, thy palfi'd head, 


Though filent, ſpeak with tongues that it be heard, 
Nay, muſt command, if VixruE be not dead. 


Thy ſhatter d, yet thineawetinfpiring ſorm, \ {x 
Shall. give. the village · lads the ſoſten d foul, 
To aid the victims of Lirz's frequent ſtorm, 


Teach them that PoverrTy may Murr ſhrouud; 

And teach, that Mix TUR may from MisER x fprivg; 

Flame like the lightning ſrom the frowning cloud, 
That ſpreads on Na run ⁊'s ſmile its rayen wing, 


O let ne own the beart which pants toSkſs ;, 
That nobly ſcorns to hide the uſeleſs ſtore ; 
But looks around for objects of diſireſs, _ 
And triumphs in a ſorrow. for the poor! 14 
| When 


gi 1 


2 


PINDAKIANA, 203 


When Heav'n on man is pleas'd its wealth to ſhow's, 
Ah, what an envied bliſs doth Heaven beſtow! | 

To raiſe pale Mxrr in her hopeleſs hour, Gu o 

And lead Dxsrovp ENO from the tomb of Won 


Lo, not the line birdi ſhall chirp in vain, & Yinr & 
And, hoveritig round me, / vainly court my care; 
While I poſſeſs the life-preſerving grain, tr dT 


How can I hear your ſongs at Synrve's return, © | 
And hear while SuuMrx ſpreads her golden ſtore ; 
Yet, when the gloom of Wrnete# bids ye mourn,” ' /- 
| Heed not the plaintive voice that chm before] 


Since Fon run, to my cottage not unkind,” 
 Strews with ont flow rs the road of liſe for , 
Ah! can humanity deſert my mindꝰ | 


Shall I not ſoften the rude flint for the? 


Then welcome, Brocan, from the rains and ſnow, 
And warring elements, to warmth and peace; 
Nay, thy companion, too, ſhall comfort know, ; 

Who ſbiv'ring ſhakes away the icy fleece. 


And 
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Jo, beilays hin by the ſire, late??? 
Noon Maiſter turns his gladulen d eyes; 
Leaps up to gert ham ot thair change, bf fate, 
Licks his Joy'd hand, and then beneath him lin 


A hut is mine, amidſta ſhelt ring groxe; il don ,o] 

A Hermit there, exalt to Heav'n thypraiſe ; | 

There ſhall the yillageichildreu;thow their love, 
And. bear from-thes the: tales of other days... 


- Charm thee with oriſons ta qpening Uay ;-, 
And there the red-breaſi, an the leafleſs thorn, 
At eve fhall ſooth thee with a fimple lay. 


When Fas ſhall call thee fm a world of e, 
Thy friends around ſhall watch thy clofing cyes; 
With tears, behold thy gentle ſpirit go, 4 


* — - * * * 
And wiſh to jou its paſlage to the ſkies. 
- * 
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TO MY LUTE. 


+ MW WHAT made and what ſtillneſs around 
Let us ſeek the lov'd cot of the Fair ; 

there ſoften her ſleep with thy ſound, 

And baniſh each phantom of care. 


fe Vineix may wake to thy ſtrain, 
; And be ſooth'd, nay, be pleas'd with thy ſong : 
| Alas! ſhe may pity the ſwain, 
And fancy his ſorrows too long. 


Could thy voice give a ſmile to her cheek, 

What a joy, what a rapture were mine 
den for ever thy fame would I fpeak— 1 

A. O my lute, what a triumph were thine ! 


Ah! 


£06 PINDARIANA. 
- Ab! whiſper kind love in her car, 
And ſweetly my wiſhes impart ; 
Say, the ſwain who adores her is near; 
Say, thy ſounds are the fighs of his heart. 


PINDARIAN A. 
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PASTORAL SONG. 


FAREWELL, O farewell to the day, , 
That ſmiling with happineſs flew! i 


Ye verdures and bluſhes of Mar, 
Ye ſongs of the linnet, adieu! 


In tears from the vale I depart ; 
In anguiſh I move from the Fan: 
For what are thoſe ſcenes to the heart 


Which FoxTuxe has doom'd to deſpair ? | 


Lovx frowns, and how dark is the hour! 
Of Raerurs, departed the breath 

So gloomy the grove and the bow'r, 
I tread the pale valley of Dxaru. 


FILL VI 1 
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With envy I wander forlorn, 


At the breeze which her beauty has fann'd ; 
And I envy the bird on the : thorn, 


| Who fits —— the crenbe frown hey hand, 
ten el deer, BAY 
Wbo calls her from flumber, bleft 
Nay, I envy the nightingale's note, 
The gyren who fings her to — 
On her hamlet vice #ore let Wc Wee 
on look] (he laf comifort 1) be tine - 
O Prxasunk, and Darts, ref: 
Now, Sonkow, I ever am'thine. © © 
| awed 
PU fy e419 At As | 
M Ht OI ID AL Sh 34 | 
ning 01 no dy Hh apr af . 7 
| 
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TAX 1 0 Parſon, the GREAT Aurnox or Nai 
TURE With cruelty to his creatures. 
Too often doſt thou impudently endeayour to oy 


off thy folly for his wiſdom. . 

— .not bis anathemas; nor is / bis 
morality 4%) morality. 

O think not, that, like the Los Maron of Lows 
vox, he puniſheth the ſale of every article on the 
Sabbath-day except Milk and Mackarel. 


GOOD FRIDAY. 


Sis Harty, a high prieſt, and deep divine, 
Ambitious much mid modern Saints to ſhine, 
On a Good Friday evening took an airing :— 
Not far had he proceeded, ere a ſound 
Did the two ears of this good prieſt ?:; 
Such as loud laughs, commix'd with ſome ſinall | 
ſwearing, 


| = , P | Now 
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Now in an orchard peep'd the Knight ſo ſly, 
With ſuch a ſtaring, rolling, frenzied eye; 

Where, lo! a band of rural ſwains were bleſt :;— 
Too proud to join the crew, he wav'd his hand, 
Beck'ning to this unholy playful band — 
Forth came a boy, obedient to the Prieſt. 
Moira VP Alle , | 

* What wicked things are ye all doing here, 
0 On this mvſt ſolemn day of all the year?“ 
« Playing zo ſkittles,” ſaid the ſimple lad. 
0 Playing at fkitthes Devils, are ye mad? 
For ⁊abat ! — A Jack-afs, Sir,” the boy replies 
« A Fack-afs ! ” 'xoars the Prieſt, with wolf-like eyes: 
« Run, run, and tell them HEAV'x will not be 

* ſhamm d | 

« Tell them thi inſtant, that they 1 all be damn 2 
& I ul, POO 1 Wal, Sin Maat 
Then off he ſet th' important news to carry; 

To warn them what dread torments would enſue: 
But ſuddenly the ſcampꝰ ring lad turn'd round, 
And thus, with much ſimplicity of ſound, 

6 Six Harry, muſt the Fack-aſs be damn'd too ?” 


© -ODE 
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To 4 


PRETTY BAR-MATD. 


* 


SWEET Nrurn, with teeth of pearl, and dimpled 
| chin, | 

And roſes that would tempt a « faint t to fin, 
Daily to thee ſo conſtant I return; 

Whoſe ſmile improves the coffee's ev'ry ; drop, 

Gives tenderneſs to ev'ry ſteak and chop, 
And bids our pockets at expenſes ſpurn, 


What Lourn, well powder'd, of pomatum ſmelling, 
Stall on that lovely boſom fix his dwelling ? 
Perhaps the WaTrER, of himſelf fo full ! 
P 2 . 


21 © iNDARIANG 
With thee he means the coffee-houſe to quit; 


Open a tavern, and become a cit, 
„ e l e Bull 


"Twas eve the Wers of Axxa's Attic age 
Together mingled their poetic rage ; 
Here Prxtor, Porz, and App1sox, and STEELE; 
Here Panx RL, Swirr, and BorixeBROKE, and 
| Gar, 
Pour'd their keen proſe, and tun'd the merry lay, 
Gave the fair toaſt, and made a hearty meal. 


"Twas here, o'er fragrant, coffee to unbend, 
The Wirs their epigrams ſo happy, penn'd, . 
And bade in madrigals a CxLog ſhine; 

A Miza, a Bzziva, and a PRILLis, 
Who boaſted roſes poſſibly, and likes, "Fafa 
Such as now deck that check and breaſt of thine. 


Nxurn of the cognith ſmile, which thouſands ſeck, 
Give me another, and another ſteax; | 

A kingdom for another ſteak, but giv'n 
By thy fair hand, that ſhames the ſow of heaven. 


3 | | Give 


| PHNDARIANA, 
Give me a glaſs of punch, O finiling laſs, 
And let thy luſcious. lip embalm the glaſt— 
Touch it. and ſpread a charm around the brim; 
Health to thy beauties, Naxcr, and may TiMe 
Neter meddle with thy preſent healthſul prime, 
Thy ringlets ſpoil, and eyes of di monds dim. 
: ö 


Lo, from each box thy lute-tun'd voice to hear, | 


213 
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| ; 
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Youry nimbly turns him round, with wanton leer: 
Nay, wrinkled Acz himſelf, with Jocks ſo white, 


Findeth within a kind of baſtard fire, 


Whoſe, mouth, poor cripple, watering with defire, 


Opes toothleſs on thy beauties in delight. 
How for thy lamb-like fleſh he ſeems to hunger ! 
He feels himſelf a pair of ages younger ! 


Tell me again, O Nrurn, whoſe happy arms 


Are doom'd, for life, to circle thoſe bright charms, 


And to that boſom give brave girls and boys? 
That lucky lot, alas! will ne'er be mine— 
A gaze, a ſqueeze, perchance a kiſs divine, 


Muſt form the bounds, O Naxcr, of my joys. 


% 


£8 


Yet 


_ 
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Yet if rich favours, far beyond a ſmile 
So kind, thy Poet's moments to beguile, 


Thou wiſheſt to beſtow in Love's name give em 


And, thankful, on my hnees will T receive em. 
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Mm;  ANACREONTIC. 
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Win age hours? Sion the bell of £ that 


clock ; | 
Seize his hammer, and cut off his hands: 
| To the bottle, dear bottle, III ſtick like a rock, 
And 2 PLYASURS' 8 3 


Let him arke the ſhort WA and hint at a bed— | 
Waiter, bring us more wine—what a whim ! 

Say that Time, his old maſter, for 7 opers was made, 
And not jolly ay * him. 


abo O MAN, 


z Hatt $ - (16 [1 
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O MAN, be not puffed up with the pride of of: 


ſpring, as the triumphs oi Para are too often ſmiled 
at in ſecret by wiſer Ma MA. 


ODE To a HEDGE-SPARROW, 
A wee ; YOUNG Cueοο 


t! | 


An, whining, jar wellen bird! at Han 
Thou art a fool. upon my Word: nn 
Now. on the buſh, now upon the ground; 
Now hov' ring o'er my head, and ſaying 
Such bitter things—now begging, praying, 
Poor b ſuryeying me ſo ſharp all round. 


rss dnn h $1111: 


Imploriag m me to leave the neſt, 
Where all thy deareſt wiſhes reſt. 


How buſy thou in catching grub and fly, 

As ſoon as dewy morning paints the ſky ; 

Now twitt'ring near the neſt ſuch ſtrains of joy, 
Proclaiming to the world a hopeful boy ! 


Great 


Great is thy triumph in thy fancied child 

Immenſe thy pride - thy ecſtaſy how wild 
Yet not one trait of thee doth he diſplay : 

Indeed thou never didſt beget the youth; 

And more to tell thee anrunpleaſett trath,  * / 
His father will be here the Firſt of May. 


Nor fingular art thou—for, lo 
A little gameſome Knight we know, 
Who ſoſters children loves them to diſtradion © 
Shews them about from morn to night, 
Drinking ſuch draughts of rich delight We). 


8 ; 


From ev'ry feature—ſo much ſatisfaction ! 


Sees his on eyes, 0wn mouth, own lip, own car, 
On noſe, oton dimple, in each pretty Dzan |— 
who's the real parent? Am'rous Joan, - 

Good-natur'd fellow, made them ev'ry one. 
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GHOST of Axcirox, quit the ſhades, 
And with th bting ti feet old bre. 
To praiſe the firſt of Btitim Maids, 10 

Whoſe charmis will fet thy fout on fire. 


But hol{Lt\vere better keep away— __ 
Of juſtice"mult thy bat Gepa: 
Which ſuited very wa: thy ay,” * 
That ſaw no Dart Half ſo fat. 


1 


or 
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The Lines are Juppoſed to be ſpoken by a FARE 4 the unfortunate 


" "ANTOINETTE. 


WITH radiance roſe thy morning ſun, 
Fair promiſe of a happy day⸗ y „ HL 
But, luckleſs, ere it reach d its noon n, ] 
The fiend of darkneſs dimm'd the ray; ': | 
Amy PILAR: '1 £2, 
What though the brighteſt gifts are thine, 
And diſtant nations pour thy praiſe ; 
While, raptur'd, on thy form divine 
The eyes of Lovx and WoxpER gaze? 


20 PANDARIANA« 
The voice of Jor, for ever mute, 

Muſt yield to fighs that mourn in vain ; 
And Prrr, come with ſweeteſt lute, 

To ſooth thy forrows with her ſtrain. 


The Syren Hops, 'who-worrthy eur; 
Muſt charm no more the dang'rous hour ; 

The warning voice of ravens, hear, 
That croak thy doom on yonder tow'r. 


Yet what is life, mid Hornor's reign, 
Where Mundn's- triumph eleaves the ſky ; 

Where heaves with death the groaning ſcene, 

And dungeons loud for vengeance cry? 


Yet what is life to ſpotleſs fame? 

And thine to lateſt time ſhall bloom— 
The blow that finks that beanteous frume 
Gives all the Virtues to the tomb. | 
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\ 
Fig, srrvra I why fo gravely look, 
Becauſe a kiſs or two I took ? 
Thoſe luſcious lips might thouſands grant 
Rich rogues that never feel the want. / | 
So little in a kiſs I ſee, - ty, | [#7 


A hundred thou may'ſt take "wg me. 


But, fince, like miſers o'er their ſtore, | 
Thou hat'f to give, though running o'er ; 

| ſcorn to cauſe the ſlighteſt pain, 

So pr'ythee take them back again; 

Nay, with good int'reft be it done— 

Thou'rt welcome to take ten for one. 


10 
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O TIME, 'tis childiſh, let me fay, 
To give, then take a grace away; 
The Damſel from her charms to ſever, 


So pleas'd to keep them all for ever. 


When CyNnTHia tires with cong'nnog hearts, 
And ſays, O Tia, receive my darts; 
Her beauties are a law ful prize 

Then take the lightnings of her eyes. 


Pluck all the roſes ſrom her cheek, 
And root the lilies from her neck ; 
Her dimples ſeize, her ſmile, her air, 
And with them make a thouſand fair. 
4 
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7 E A LOUSY. 


AvauNT, thou ſquinting Has, whoſe liſt'ning 
ear | | 

Seizes on every hiſper—whoſe owl's eye, 

When Nicr's dark mantle wraps the filent ſphere, 

Stares watchful of each form that paſſeth by! 


- } 


Thou Fiend, what bus'neſs haſt thou here on earth, 
| Diſlention-breeder from thy very birth? 
How much more of the ſerpent than the dove / 


Tcannot gueſs thine errand to this world— 
By thee is N ATURE topſy-turvy hurl'd ! a 
And nearly ruin d the ſoft land of Love ! 
. Speak 


/ 


* 
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Speak I but to my neighbour's Wars ſo kind, | 
And fay, « Pray how d'ye do, my deareſ Man? 
Bchold, a tempeſt ſwells the bufhand's mind, 
Who gives my ſweet civility a d-mn : 
For, lo, thy wickedneſs at once adorns 
His trembling temples with a brace of horns. 


The inſtant thou behold'f a married Pam, 
Adieu, alas ! the pleaſures of the Fan! 
. Farewell, of Bzxzpickx, the wedded bliſs ! 
Scarce canſt thou let the honey-moon go by, 

When, hark! the keen reproach !—the lady's figh! 
Dead the fond ſqueeze, and mute the chirping ki! 


„Watch him,” — thou whiſper'ſt in the woman“ 
“ Open his letters—pick his pockets, Ma'am— 

«& Somewhat will be diſcover'd, never fear; 

- « Something to daſh the monſter's cheek with 


66 ſhame. 


« Ken him amid the harlots at the play; 
Nor Jet your eyes a ſingle moment ftray : 


« He catches a lewd ſquint if vous are Vlinkers: | 
& Make 


PIoBAntana, an 


« Make him look Rrait on, forward to th ages 
« And on refuſal, tell him in a rage, | 


« You'l give him, cotton ne. # pair of 


e winkers.” 
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O FAR from me thoſe lightnings dart 
On others bid thy beauty ſhine; 
Beyond the hopes of this ſad heart, 

I view that peerleſs form, to pine. 


Whilſt ev'ry ſhepherd ſings her praiſe, 
Tis mine of Sylvia to complain ; 
Made a poor pris'ner while I gaze, 

I feel in ev'ry ſmile a chain. 
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perzi more than fuſpecteth, hat a 1105 Paſſages' of his Works have 
given offence to his: Gn pena contrition 
thereat, and violent reſolution, 


19 9 
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LADIES, I ſhould be ſorry—griev'd indeed, 

Could I once write what you would bluſh to read; 
But that ſame Poet clepped Jaan FoxTAing 

Was verily the taſte and admiration 

Of all the Ladies of the Gallic nation, 
Quoted and toaſted oer and o'er again. 


Q 2 


What ! wound of Briti/h Maids the tender car, 
Who, when to Nymphs of other realms compar'd, 
(And lo, on numbers have theſe eye- balls ſtar d) 

Are, as rich Burgundy to dead Small Beer 


Our Poet Porn, againſt. a naughty word 
Proteſted—ſeeming too to ſhut his door: 

Pronouncing all obwenity, abſurd— 
That ribaldry was folly—nothing more: 

Yet Maſter Poxz, who Decexcy ſo flatters, 


Plumps boldly into certain wicked matters. 


Now this I do diſlike in Maſter Porz— 

At gluttony a man ſhould never bark, 

On dainties, who is pleas'd his mouth to ope, 
* — ſwallow plates full like a ſhark. 


Miſs Hajoits, W young laß, WM Any 
Jays things that cover MavesTyY with ſhame : 

I muſt conſeſs I never ſaw Nineteen 
Pour ſuch an /Etna f6rth of am'rous flame. 

And lo again—the Lock, the raviſh'd Lock ! 

Too oft the line gives Mopzsrty | 1 ſhock : 

Lin < Warm 
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— bid her bluſhes riſe . 09%. mts 
Yes, often T've heard Mopzery declare, 
That many a line indeed has made her fare; 

She knew not where to look—where fix her 


cc eyes. 


| | 10 [UTE ao 1 18 
The Wife of Bath, and eke the lovely May, N ihH i 
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Were PgTER now to ling i in ſuch a yle, 

What Lady-mbuth wöôul yield the Bard 4 fe? 
No — fro ns would fill their faces in its ſtead. 
And yet, ye Dames fo chafte, thoſe tales are read 
I ee no lips with bluſhing anger pe. 
And r. * I loath'the naſty leaves of Pore.” ALT 


1. * 94 1 g , S's 4 4 


Nay more, my dear young Miſſes, and grave — 
Who read with. fear my ſongs of darts and flames; 
Speak —is not Porx an idol mid eur becrz b 
| Does not Saint Patrick's Dean, ſo void of grace, 

Among your leathern fay'rites ſhew his face, 
Whoſe many a leaf ſhould only lodge with 
cooks ? T 


2 3 Since 


Since then the lightnings'of the Ladies eyes 
Knock not the'mem'ries of thoſe Pocts:down, 
It ſtriketh me indeed with huge ſurpriſe, 
That Pyran s purer line ſhould feel a frown, 


They wwornded Mops Tv with verſe unchaſte; 
I with a twig o Pindus ſcarcely fruck her ; 
They ſtripp'd her natd I juſt claſp'd her waiſt, | 
And delicately only touch'd her tucker. 


Yet: is there, is there one ſweet Britiſh Prude, 
Who will not read my rhymes—miſtruſting ham 

Make in her pretty panting heart a riot, 

— months to rege back its pr | 


Tiles of a hat und, and ſighing n 
Holding of Lovx's choice ſpice a little, 
Might be indulg'd te warm Dame Naroxe's Ker: 
TLE, | Prior 
But not to bid it boil tempeſtuous over. 


Ev'n Ace delighteth in an am'rous tale; 
Lor warms his infide like a pot of ale; 


Thaw 
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Thaws his col@'licart, ard makes it beat © cheery ! 
His eyes, that, owI-like, Wink d upon the day, 
Burſts open with a keen and twinkling rar, 
And, 101 he hugs and killts his old Deary.. 


Why then forbid them ?—ſuch we muſt approve ⁊ 
And woe to mortals who are foes ts Love | | 

As long as this our ſyſtem holds together, 

Love will ſtand bruſh, againſt all wind and weather, 


4 


Yet Joutd my fav rite Britiſh Maids and Dames 
Refuſe to read my rhymes on darts and flames, 

And other pretty little trifling things, 

The fount from which ſuch nat'ral rapture iprings; 


Ladies of FRance, I think my ſong 
To you in future muſt belong : ; 

Yes, yes, for you the Bard ſhall form the ſtrain 
And then, who knows? it may be ſo, I wot, 
| The Dames may cry, ** Thoſe Iſlanders have got, 
* Ye Gods! an abſolute FONTAINE. 


* Refuſe to read him !-—no, Heav'n bleſs him !—no : 
* Lord! let his wild imagination flow— | 
| o.: as «« Baniſh 


% Baniſh the Lovzs O what a Gothic ſweep! 
The World at once, ſo dull, would fall aſſeep!“ 


So help me, ;Gxacs! I ever meant to pleaſe— 

Een vo would I aſk pardon on my #4nees : | 

H aught I've ſinn' d, the ſtanza muſt not live— 
Bring me the kniſe Ill cut the wanton page, 
Which puts my lovely readers in a rage: 
But, hark! they cry, © Barbarian, we forgive.” 


A thouſand thanks t'ye all, my charming creatures; 
| What goodneſs, kindneſs, reigns in female natures! 


2 4 
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WHAT danger lurks in thoſe bright eyes! 
' Lo, by their fire thy Poet die:: 
Yet bravely let me meet my doom 
And ſince to thee I owe my death, 
I beg thee, with my parting breath, 
To let thy boſom be my tomb. 
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AH! wherefore did I daring gaze 
Upon the radiance of thy charms ? 
How dar'd I datp'thee in my ams? 
That kiſs will give my beart a pain, 
Which thy ſweet pity will deplore: 
Then, Crw rA, take the kiks again, 
Or let me take ten thouſand more. 


n HAPPY 
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HAPPY art thou, O Man, * _ not born amidſt 
the luxuries of life. 

Lucky art thou who canſt eat the ſimple * whoſe 
noſe turneth not up at a boiled leg of mutton aud 
turnips, or bacon and eggs. 

Health waketh with thee at morn, and accompa- 
nieth the ſlumbers of night. | = 

Art thou an Alderman, and putteſt pounds of tur- 
tle into thy paunch ? thou devoureſt an apoplexy. 
Swalloweſt thou hot ſauces ? thou gulpeſt rheumatiſm 
and gout. ; 

Say not wickedly, „I will not repeat the Lotd's 
Prayer, as it is beneath a Gentleman to PROT 1. 
* bread.” 1 

Curſe not ſprats and flounders; peradventure ſprats 
and flounders might bluſh to enter the doors of thy 
gullet. 

Deem thyſelf not undone, becauſe thou poſſeſſeſt 
not more than thou oughteſt in reaſon to uſe. 


1 | Fortunate 
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Fortunate are thouſands in e AA been fi. 
vourites of Fox ruxx. 

Cox rxxr ſigheth not for veniſon ; ſhe liſteth not 
her eye to heaven for turbot. 

She hateth not the ſight of the ſun at dinner-time; 
dut preferreth his radiance to mn — of 
candic. | 
| Read, nas the mme of ary, fo 
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3 n fav rite of a rich 3 
Was vaſtly delicate in all her frame; 

Could put down nought at laſt, but nic rid. bits: 
Nay oft, with much ſolicitation too, 3; 203 
Her Miſtreſs was oblig'd to kiſs and woo, 

For ſear poor tender CuLoR 0 —— 

10 i lr 7 
Fat was our bene ball ER ; 
So round, a ſoot- ball quite, and fair her flecce. 
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Oft on the T urkey carpet as ſhe lay, 4 NO N 

And ſleep o'er CE s eye · lids did prevally +» + 
"Twas very, very difficult to ay bros 

Which was her head indeed, | and which ht 1 pp 


ee teh; that Co Rö 
Did ſullenneſs and ſickneſs ſhow ; _ ; 
Mm So heavy, leaving off her wanton capers; ,. » 
Gap'd, ſtretch'd, and lethargy ſhe 'likewiſe/ſhew'd, / 
Was fick at ſtomach, (may I dare ſay þ-tv'#?} 
And ſeem'd, poor Dog, afflicted with the vapoars. * 


My Lady took her pining to her arme. 
Hugg'd ber, and kiſs'd her, full of fad alarms, | 
Fearing her poor dear little foul would die: 
Cnrox was all ſtupidity and lumpiſſ : 
Scarce lick d her hand ſo ſullen and 1a mumpi/a;'_. . 
Nor ſcarcely raisd the white of either eye. 
N 
The Coachman's call d O Jxnu, CMor's ill? 
Auite loſt her appetite—ſhe has no will | 
To move, or ſay, poor ſoul, a ſingle thing: 
Ixuu, what can the matter be—d'ye know?” -' + 
* I think; my Lady, I could cure Miſs Caro,” — 
5 — Jxnu, what delicious news you bring! 
on + 2 Take 


* Take her, then—take, ber, Jzzv, to your room, 

And from her ſpirits drive this ugly gloom, 
% And get her pretty appetite, again.” 

O good my Lady, never, never fear; 

c J underſtand her caſe—'tis very clear; 


By heav'n's aſſiſtance, I ſha'n't work in vain,” 


No to his room the Coachman bore Miſs Bitch, 
Who, looking back all wiſtful, felt no itch 
To go with J#xu—ſtilli/he bears her on — 

Aris d, kind Jauv- offars her a bone. 


Miſs CuLox in a paſſion ſeeks the door: 
In vain. tis ſhut—ſhe lays her on the floor, 
And whines gets up, all reſtleſt looks about; 
Watches the door ſo fly, and cocks her cars 
So pleas d and nimble at each found' ſhe hears, 

OTE (vain hopes, alas!) of getting out. 


9 like lightning, now reſolves to pan, 
Bounce from her gaoler, through a pane of glaſs, 
And, by a leap, no more in priſon, groan : 
But, fearing ſhe might ſpoil her pretty chops, 
Nay, break ber neck, by chamber-window hops, 
C108, moſt wiſely lets che leap alone, 


» x7 


YES © Jeav 


 PLSDABIANAs _ 
Irnu now. offer d her a piece of lixer - - tf} 
« CHLOE, do you lo! love liver? Jeny. den 
66 The devil take,” ſhe feem'd to fay, © — 
So hurt the dog „ turn d her head. 


« Well, Cn, eee eee 
« geſtion ; 
i To-morrow I ſhall aſk-you the ſame queſtion.” . | 
The morrow (ah! a ſulky marrow) came: 
Caros ſcarce ſlept a ſingle wink all niit: 
Whining and graaning, longing much to be? 
Calling in vain upon my Lady's name. 


x" 


„Wel, Cnrox, can you taſte your liver? No, 
No, thank ye, IxuU.“ “ Leave it, „7 
The day paſs d on no eating? not a crumb 
Miſs CnLoR crawl'd about the room, ſo ſad, 
Now moaning, now upon her rump ſo dumb. 
At times, around on barb rous Jenu ſquinting ; 8 
dach looks] not much good roill to Juno, hinting,” 


Another morning came —a ver meal— | 
* Caxor, how.ſtands your ſtomach? how dye feel * 
* Jenv, T will not eat. — Jnnv goes out 


W 5 , What 


#40 Vino Ait. 

What does Miſs Gator ?—With a 'vimble' pace, 

Runs to the liver, without ſaying grace, | 
Gobbling away, with appetite þ fout ; p 


11 (1 INT 2) 


For now the liver ſeem'd to meet her wiſh, 
And, not half fatisfy'd, the lch the AD. 


; Jens retrns, and finfles—Ciox grows good: 
Takes civilly a ſlice of muſty bread ; | 
Rejects from Im s hand no kind of food ; 


Glad . 


Ixnu with CnLOR to my Lady goes, 
AAA, tnumphing, his little patient ſhows; = 


Not once diſcovering the coarſe "ae 4 RO 


Jeiv e eee _— 


My Lady es e ber Liens, © 
Half crazy, bugging, kiffing her—ſo dien 
To fee her fav rite CL Os chang d condition: 


10 ee good Jeno—Heay'ns, What ſkill is in 


« ye!', 
Then into Jerv 7s Hand ſhe ſlips a guikel: 
And Jen's thought a very fine phyſician. 
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act 10 ni un iu eee a7 34 1577 


Tera a amr yr 4+, 
ASA bn with od) noO4ttd 10 HAT | 


Perak kia congratulateth his Brother Poet on his lucky delive-, 
rance from a dungeon, and alketh him queſtions concerning his 
poetical feeling Whether he meaneth to exalt — 
and t poor BzitAiu ?—PaTER adviſeth the e 
telleth the Poet unpleaſant truths, with a witty compariſo = 
rex painteth, with the pencil of a Ar MasTex, the portrait | 
of a Frenchman, in which, impudence, inſolence, ignorance, and 
W _ the re ſeatures. 


THRICE ; CE eons from thy dungeon, poor Da- 
ui 
Impriſon d, much (I gueſs). againſt thy 7 
By that unfeeling tyrant RoBgasPIERRE : 
Vor. [V. R 


242 rieb 
Set free from this ſame death · encircled vault 
By one (1 fear me !) not without a fault; 

In ſhort—T mean us great a rogue, BAARERR. 


Dead is all dalliance with the Muſe, I wonder : 
The guillotine's high flood muſt damp thy fire: 
The ax, which falls upon its prey in thunder, 
Muſt bid tlite toach-with tremblirlg hand the lyte. 


But Bards, like birds, can ſeldom ceaſe from finging: 
Yes, on the Muſe's'bettstho u be ringing ; 
Thou wilt indulge the faſcinating chime, | 

_ to the oracle that cries « Me 


71 6 


Swear Buri ITAIN ſoon beneath i ts, 2 po cow, 


Jufi like the wren beneath ih eagle swing? 
W Say, f no ſuth thing.” wo 4 . 4 
However grating t toa e s ears, 
We Britons, 1 proteſt, "have no ſuch fears : 

FRAXCE, to be lure, 1 is huge —our Ifland little— 
Yet ſpare upon our heads thy [inſulting ſpittle 
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* 0 of T 41 though mall ud 510A 
Are little folks of reſolution ; 1244414 | 


And when \ pats te S0rIqOawdT 
— 101 413" u 
A ban 3; ah (19. 90 — ee 4 (1191819 Hþ 
do aſſure thee, my inquiring eyes 

Have ſound the lubkers A i.) «oh 
gwen wor nt nog nxt a4 om Il 

Tis pleaſant ta behold a — E-,. 
On the worlds ma ot 1! 
n bes be 

Regions like ancce/ A 0 * 


Thus I preſume the ſolitary Mole _ 
Deems the Wile within his bole. 


Yet let Monfigus, 0 happy, pat away ; l 
Tis pity undeceive the popinjay. 


Let the pert tripping prig pronounce with pride, 
Barbarian, ſavage, all the world beſide ; 
It is his narrow nature—ceaſe then blame: 
In Afric I have ſeen on trees the apes 
Mocking at man, with grins and antic ſhapes, 
"Who of our ſpecies thought the very ſame. 
R 2 But 


But thou ſhouldſt they mor ce. + 
LILLE 2 ö 

Then prythes sten neil. TY 

Perhaps 25 

ee eee eee 


1 [4 » 


Pride not thyſelf ene Nene hh: 
Thy fame is then upon the hope forlorn ; 
Doom'd not far diffant ages to explore: 
Learn to deſpiſe thy CounTry—"tis-a fool, 
Cruel, and of Hyeocrrsr's dark ſchool, 
ern rage, rotieniat t — 1 


So much for France—lorgive' me, ; Tacky Bard— 
But Vice ſhould ever meet his fair reward: 
Yes, let me drag the monſler from his den 

This trifling Ode perchance may rouſe thy gall; 
If angry, bid thy rage on Juſtice fall, 
The goodly GoppEss who now guides my pen. 
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Ar mor, ie Orarmia mort my gt,” 


'Tis ſweet Avnona's bluſhing light ; 
And if at eve the croG,my, W „„ 
e 
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U Irans 92 T * 


TO THE 


POET DALILLE. 


” 


Z 
2 4 % — hee D 


Pa ren propoſeth very important queſtions, and ſuſpecteth Moy. 
Un DzEiiiite of an een te whitewaſh the black face 
of Devils—Pzr2z giveth a ſublime deſcription of French Li. 
2 putteth DTI IE in mind of NAruxz's niggerl 


man of one bead « and of an in 
ariſing ales, Le 11 dn 1 — 4b proc proc 
ring anotber—P&x in i advileth, him: as beyare,of PIII, 


and think of a return to his dungeon PET IA * 

ſcribeth the ſupporti d French l K. ble 
ſtate of the mighty Raypaviutee? x7pa; ieh vt te genen 
intellectual illumination, but ſeemeth to think that a Frenchman! 
attempt muſt produce only a zational conflagration ; PET EI thu 
fancying every Frenchman a mad Quixote—PzrT ex again kind) 
inviteth his brother Bard to England, and concludeth with a ſanig 

trait of Banners, 


N RO that could fave his hip would fuffer wredk! 
Abo warble with a rope about his neck? 

Who in the Tiger's mouth would keep his head, 
With pow'r to draw it from a place ſo dread ? 
| We 
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— 
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o, midſt e eee 
Would mingle with the refuſe gf the.tambs, , 
With legs to bear him tothe fragrantday, 
From recking bones, and Hong oN haunt, away? 


And yet thy.longma v tay perhaps.to b WA; ol - 
A dark divan. of — 

Full of their deeds way flow the Ate ring rhyme z 
Which ſong n ma ay ſtoutly {wear that « in Rome, 


« Nor wud 0 err fog, 
* $0 ſacred, ſo ſtupendous, ſo divine!“ 


bas © N SAX 


Yet what is it to Was $ ſober eye! 
4 monſtrous flaug btgr-bouſe that taints the ſky: _ 


WONA RY 


Within a a ; day—perchance one LITTLE HOUR, 


1% Part! 


Thy courteogs 5dong, Which! ſoothes the ſweeteſt found, 


Turn'd | by the th peppers thunder, will by found, 
All of Aa ſudden, TORE ſo ſour! 


What is the — Mr. LLiox's ſhoatitg breath? 

Black Munpes' s 5 qrgics-—the \ wild howl of DRATR 
Then quit thy Country—yes, . diſclaim thy mother: 

Mind !—on thy ſhoulders ſtands one fimple head; 

Mind me, but t one—and. when that one 1s fled, 
"Twill puzzle thee, I think, to get another. 


17 R 4 Since, 


Since, then," this hend is uf yer gone, waa 80 N 
Take Perzu's counſel; man; and keep it nu. 
BARRERE'S red paws are reaty now to flat; iy 
„** 6 TK?" 10 


Lo, at his Toles | (to 128 near ß | 
The dungeon gapes perhaps to let thee in: 
Opes his dark jaws, amid the ſÞeQtred om, 
For thee, a ſecond time to raiſe thy moan ; 
dae dn nen a heave the bell 
.groan— Wing 97 
Thaw * wa n both with time and room. 


The eclamns of your Liberty, Drarn knows, 

Ars cannon, ſwords, and bayonets, und ſpears; 

The Angels who this glorious pile compose, 
Hyrnas, Tigers, Jackalls, Wolves and Bears: 

Inſtead of adamant for a foundation, 

The groaning carcaſes of half the nation. 


Dread, of Apversrry the humbling pow'r— vs 
| Sharp are her whips of wire, and hard her bats ; 
What fad humility awaits the hour, 


When Lonprr Lions grind poor mice with cats! 


When 


When Jovx's own'ExcLs leaves his ky for bogs, ue 

Cracks ſnails with crows,” and feaſts a, 
frogs ! 

Yet this, you wwond"#our nen muſt do ere long "© 

If Txorn (who ſeldom fails) awaits my dong | 


Les, be illumin'd, rev'rend Act and Lovra; 
With yon I'd tear up SvyersT1T1ON's root, 
Dark Fiend ! who from the ſacred hand of Tzxvurn 
Dares match her torch, and cruſh it under foot. 
This were Dame Wispou's act; but, let me add, 
Wispox and Fx Axe are foes—for France is mad. 


What voice to reaſon can a Frenchman bring? 
Go, bid with lullaby the tiger ſleep ; 
Bind with a ſpider's web, the whirlwind's wing ; 
And with the wren's ſmall plume, keep down the 
Deep. 


Wrap the black ſurge within thy hand, ſo w/e, 
And ſmother its wild thunder on the ſkies. 


Pr ythee take counſel, man, and haſte away: 
'Tis vaſtly ſafer, I affure thee, here, 
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UPON HIMSELF. 


ON agrant myrtles det me lie, 

And Love, my flave, the wine ſupply. 

Too ſoon e ſeek the Stygian gloom : 
Time flies; and, ſince tod iſt we go, 
Why idly bid the incenſe flow, 

And n a d; 
Ah! — . the cine, 
And did the roſe my brows entwine, 

While youth, while health rem warms— 
Then pr'ythee, Love, delight my heart, 

Ere Darn diſpatch his certaim dart, 

And bring @ Cu to m arms. 

T 


* = 
LEW, : * 
f 2 4 


THE daiſies peep from ev n field, 
And vi lets ſweet their odour yield; 
The purple bloſſom paints the thorn, 
— GUIANA — Y) 
Then lads aud lade all; be gay, 
. 
Let luſty Lanovk drop his flail, / 
Nor woodman's hook a tree aflail ; 
The ox ſhall ceaſc his neck to bow, 
nne. 


* a * 
7 "Irs £ "2 I 
4 "= 1 
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Behold the lark in elher float; brand 
While rapture wells the quid note! 


Wbat 
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What warbles he, with merry cheer ? 

« Let Lovx and Pieasure rule the year.” 
habdk/jtcn) AGING 
Lo, Sor looks down, with radiant eye, 
And throws a ſmile around his {ky ; 
Embracing hill and vale and ſtream, 

And warming NAruax with his beam, 
Then lads," &. e ant 

The inſect tribes, in myriads pour, 

And kiG with Zephyr ev'ry flow'r; 

Shall theſe our icy hearts reprove, 

And tell us we are focs to Love ? 


* 
1 
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ZHILLIDAs COMPLAINT, 
l | 
| WHAT has eſtranged thy affections from me? 
What have I done, that I ſhould loſe thee ? But thou 
art tired with the object that loves thee ; poſſibly, be- 
cauſe ber ſole happineſs is founded on thine. 


28 O N G. 
When Nieur ſpreads her ſhadows around, 
I will watch with delight on thy reſt; 
I will ſoften thy bed on the ground, 
And thy cheek ſhall recline on my breaſt. 


Love heeds not the ſtorm, and the rain; 
On me, let their fury deſcend : 

This boſom ſhall ſcorn to complain, 
While it ſhelters the life of a friend. 


| » 
- 24 4 
" * . 
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What 


e! 
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What tempts thee to wander away? 
To another, ah ! doſt thou depart ? 

Beleg ms," in wwe thou wilt Gy, . 5 
None e er low d thee like Puriiina's heart, 


Though reſolv d from a MovxxRRx to fly 
To mem'ry thou ſtill ſhalt be dear: 
The winds ſhall oft waft thee a figh, 


— -> 


And the ocean convey thee a tear. 


* 
C | 
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POET DELILLE. 


EF SEL TEE 


The Lynxic BAND proclaimeth the folly of the preſent French—Ad. 
viſeth chem not to harbour paſſions degrading to humanity—P:- 
rr, with wonderful fancy, pourtrayeth Pxupexce, and Pas 
srox—PETER taketh the part of the late unfortunate Monarch 
and his Queen, and endeth his Ode with a beautiful and apt com. 
pariſon The Poet then illuſtrateth the actions of the French by a 
moſt appoſite Tale. 


DELILLE, the world from laugh can ſcarce refrain— 
Moſt Sampſon-like, ye've-ruin'd a rare pile: 

To ſee you building thus, all hands, again, 

On an oral's face fo grave mult plant a ſmile. 


Ait! 


— 


SORROW, 


— 
— 


* 
. 
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2 diſcard thy weeds, and dry thy ker | 
Nw ang |-—o, 1 qught like life pe. a 


'Tis HAT A foſe.. upon. the check of 
Daarn. 


TY Ne—noiltg] Ic I An u 30k 19316 
W »7 
Well have no more ont, mad ye cty d, away! 
© Change! change l we'll cut off the Great Nations 
head, VEY ol Ha „Hold yamied o lui oC 
„Aud ey wbt the huge Trunk will y... 


R g A 
** r ra wing - 


01 h e 4 915 aJ 


Wal now i done—the bead is ofrwhat/thep 3 
Ye ſeem to ſtare, like diſappointed men. 


Where was Daun Foreign 2. Ay or folk! 


— Sena 
dince, toms he bed i off; for Sonia 
ing, 
What is t ye look or ?—*. Lord, Dame Fxzpow's 
* antinn ß | T 
a nr ana 


10 


136 DAA 
— bb ,-: - 
% FU NM N e Hat@Hons ad us Hf alt 
Indee@#2y6 juſt have fant the ſecret but 

| Yor wr Han ther good folk no * 


Mrd 
Alter not things when rul'd by Paſſion Why? 
Becauſe-gonMabaxtPronexcs —— T 
Pubs 2nbn/krojsloompatycthatervaſtly fob; : 
enen mildly breathing, filing May, 
So full of balmy blofſoms, all fo gay 
Passion; tit had, /wide-wafting;) wild / OO ob 


Pnupzxck, a prettyy pleaſing; Rekdg rill, | 
Winning with chi tapfe its windirlg courſe ; 
| a torrent rough, from hill to hill, 


nana UrbWning thin — 


N21 hninioegen\s A Sail of at 
PTR AEN Io freſfuautct el, 2p nhl 
So calmly gliding ravglthediquid Pla: 


' Pas510N,- a porpus—tempeſts at his heel, 
"PLA eee — 


— CREE 

The mild hedge-regent of the dewy vight; 

A little moon to many ar inſect race, * 
| 4 Who 


TI 


ho 


| privartank, 239 
Who by her ſilv'ry tadiance find their war, 
Nibble the faireſt flows; and fip and play; 
Gaze on their loves,” dine; ogle, and embrace. 
Vet 6 3.6m of bee am 6 301 
Pass10n's a meteor, ſkipping here and there; 
Hopping oe'r hedge and ditch, and fen, and ei 
Amidſt his wild, and flerce, and mad career, 
Making himſelf indeed a dowriright fool + 7 
And after all, what is this thing of caßer? 
A fimple child of ſtinking mud and vapour! 


Why ſo entag'd againſt poor Louis Seize, 
Who, pliable; did every thing t6'pkuſe 2 : 
And why in league againſt his charming Queen, 
Revsxcs, and MADNtss, Mxtict, Exvx, SeLEeN ? 
Revexce's dompany for ever ful? 
Too much of danget frequently NE * 
A kind of weak and overtoaded gun, 
Burſting with peas about out eat N 
t gd Polit av md 18576 2 101124 £1 L 
Ridiculous the triumph will be fund; © 
When, for a penny's worth we loſe a pound, 
The Moxaxei eat d little of the State- 
But ſhould ye therefore madly give him fat $2407 
| S 2 . We 


260 VDINDARBILANA, 
We ſhould not rage ſor triſſing mattem, = 
And bluſt ring kick the world aboutz 


It ſhews the;folly of, our natures 
For a pin's head to make a rout, 


131 [1 MIA I * Art ' 


Lord! monk; a little * on * vine 
And olive, yielding oil and juice and 64" 
Who'd root up the whole tree for't ? nought but 
ſwine - | 


Twere zdiotiſm, Supidity, and . 


The following fimple well-known ſtory * 
What fad misfortune from ſuch ſolly flows. 


"4 £ 4 4 ws * © # * 1 
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Tat KNIGHT 4 nE 4 


A el. liv d in the Wed * 5 ago, . 
Like Knights i in general, not o'erwiſe, I trow— 
This Knight's great barn was viſited by rats, 
In ſpite of poiſon, gins, and owls and cats: 


Indo ot gv. Wen 
Like millers taking toll of the ſweet corn, 
Carops'd they happily from night to mon. 
* _ * | * Lo 
2 * 3 8 2 . 
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Lo, waxing wrath," that neither gins nor cis, 
Nor owe, nor poiſon; could deftroy the rat: 

Ill nab them by a ſcheme; by heav ns,“ quoth is; 
Soof his neighbourhood he rous d the mob. } nav 
Farmers and farmers boys, to do this jo 
His ſervants too of high and low e L * 

And eke the tribes of Doo, by ſound of horn, 
, To kill the rats that dar'd to taſte the corn, 


This done, the Knight, reſolv d with god - like ire, 
Ran to his kitchen for a ſtick of fire, 
From whence intrepid to the barn he ran ; 
Much like the Mactpos1an and fair Punk, 
Who, at Perſepolis ſo very drunk, 
Did with their links the mighty ruin plan, 


Now, midſt the dwelling flew the blazing ſtick : 

Soon from the flames ruſh'd forth the rats ſo thick; 
Men, dogs, and bats, in furious war unite— 

The conquer'd rats lie ſprawling on the ground; 

The Knight, with eyes triumphant, ftares around, 
Surveys the carnage, and enjoys the ſight, ö 
N | 

Not den Acres ſaw, fo bleſt, his blade 

Diſmiſs whole legions to th' infernal ſhado ! 

S 3 


263- PINDARIANA, | 


But, lo! at Jength-by this rat-driving flame, 
Burnt was the . came; 
: The meaning of it was not far to learn 
When n 
That held a pretty portion of ſurpriſece 
* Zounds . what a blockhead ! — burnt th 
ern!“ 9 od to eodrty ill 
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PooR Nba e U Wet wid le, 
Aal lb. e ff J g de, 

She ſeem her mou durBRü Klee to hear 4 * 
= nag eye like 1 8 


Nawas one — dib aw iel c3C 
No more the give me. ſong { e ba 


But gh, «A ieu, dear Domanar.” 


No more for deck her head and hair, 

Me look in ſtream, bright gold to find; 
Nor ſeek de field for flow'r ſo fair, 

Wid garland Mon hair to bind. 


S 4 « Far 


* 
« Far off de ſtream !” I weeping fay, 
« Far off de fields of Domanay.” 
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But why do Azip live a ſlave, 

And ſee; adlaye his Mop dear ? 
Come, let we ſeck at once de grave— 


No chip, 59 erer. 


Ah, me! I hear a ſpirit ſay, 


* Come, Azip, come fo De Ranma 


Den gehe find for thee ance more, 0 0c 
| For thee to fields 6 | POT N *. 


E pleaſe de idol I adore, mY 
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And give vga an fone my ben 
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| Den let we die and haſte away, 
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An, what an envious rogue is Tres, 
Who means one day to crop thy 
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CY 


This were a barb'rous deed, I vow— 
If thus the Tyrant can behave,” 


i 
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* 
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Lord, let us diſappoint the knave, 
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And let me take thoſe beauties now. 
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I FORGTYE. an almoſt any cxime { ſooner ; han bar- 
barous ingratitude; towards charmipg Woman. What 
a brute was the piges, Has to hig Mrs PRESS, thc 


beautiful and unfortunate QUEEN. of: CARTHAGE 


How eaſily a Poet of Vireiz's imagination could 
have given a tear to the eye, and a compaſſionate ſigh 
to the ſoul of his HERO, at parting with a Princeſs 
who had ſo hoſpitably entertained him, and fo com- 
pletely made him happy; and thus, by adding a ſhi- 
| ning, amiable, and confiſtent trait to his character, 
have rendered bim an object of eſteem inſtead of eter- 


nal condemnation ! But let the baſe aQion be re- 
voy corded 


 PINDARIANA.. 


corded on the pyramid of Engliſh poetry, as well as of 
the Roman, 


«On. 


Whew gens ZEneas left the widow Dipo, 


Moſt infamous towards her was his carriage; 
« Madam,” quoth he, «all men would act as 1 dow 
“ You will not ſwear I ever offer'd marriage.” 


6 Tis very true,” cry'd — ny with a figh ; 
Then from her eyes the tears began to roll; 
And then the m d from him, neſabvid- a die, 
Pee fas here; Wer vr m od 
1 st to. Waden cry NA 
What did the por Raw ber d on board: 
Fall an aſleep, ene mord. 
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: Hot o nd 
TIIs n aa 
The mat IO e fans it, I fappole, 
May, with a modicum of ſenſe and care, ; 
Convervwitreaſe euch th into aroſe; 
om gen- Ilud & il fre ge fs 1 5 
But folks become ſuch ideots, or are born; 4 
They change life's fragrant roſe into a thorn J 
On ev'ry ſmile of ſunſhine, fling a cloud, 
And then on cruel Fox rvxx cry aloud. 
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DEARLY I like to ſee a Gxxrus ſpring, 

Mark his rich plumes, and eye his ſoaring wing ; 
But DzarH too ſoon arreſts his cagle 11 1 

Not long upon the meteor can we gaze 

From the dark element, the lightning's blaze, 
That breaks, and ſudden ſhuts in pitehy Night. 
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Ali theſe 1 where Cont1Ns Air 
Lovs boaſts, alas! no golden lines; ; 

From Love the Bard was free: 
Wal loſs what pity, that his eye 71 
(To give his heart the ſweeteſt ſigh) 
 Beheld no Nymph like 7hee / 
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FAREWELL to the fragrance of morn ; 
Farewell to the ſong of the grove— 
Igo frommy DAA furlornnsn 
em y 


| 10 was 5 told that I 1 bl gaze. 
On the Beauty by which Lm undone; 
But how, ould, I hide from their rays ? 
What mortal can fly from the Sun? 
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On WOMAN. 
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DAME Narzvas, from het ſtore, ſo kind, 
To bulls; the guarding horns affign'd; 


And arm'd with hoofs the bounding ſteed; 


Teeth to the lion's jaw the gave; 
Fins to the tenant of the wave: 
And dloath' d the little hare with ſpeed. 


But what ſhould NA ruxx grant the Fan? 
Grant !—Bxavry's faſcinating air: 

With this the Cuanmen takes the field, 
And bids the world to Woman yield, 
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O NANCY | wilt thou g0 with me, 
And all the Poet's treaſure ſee, 

My garden-houſe, my temple-rooms ? 
There ſhall I dwell on thoſe black eyes, 
And pour my tuneful ſoul in ſighs, 

And catch thy panting breath's perfumes. 
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Will Nancy quit the noiſy bar, 

And ſounds that thus with muſic war, | 
Of vulgar Coachman, Drayman, Porter; 
That I may preſs thy purple lip, 
And Love's delicious nectar ſip, 


And in his prettieſt language court her ? 
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274 PINDARIANA. 
Ah! Nancy, now I hear thee ſay, 
Lord bleſs us! I'm the youthful Mar, 
And you are Autumn, ' Sir—SEPTEMBER ; 
And therefore we by no means ſuit.” 


Deay Nye Y, thats the time for fruit, 
Thou ſurely oughteſt to remember. 


Then bleſt together et u wing— 
Love only bloſſoms in the Spring. 
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HASTE, let the roſes bind our hair, 


And merry jeſt and laugh prepare ; 
Behold a blooming Maip advance 

She waves the. ſpear, with ivy bound, ö 

And to the lute's — ſound, 11 iT 
With tempting | foot by be Eins the 0: 871 
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And, breathing balmy odours, lo, 
A youth, whoſe, locks.lyxuriant flows, .,. 1, 


endete ſweeps, and ſweetly, n t 50 
ocordant to the tungſul firings, : . 
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And * e joy, 18q91q ν,,j N 
With golden locks|.the Paphian BSH 
And Baccuvs too, with beauteous mien; 
And Han, of all the Loves the Queen: 
They come in pleaſutes td engage; 1 | 
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A NEW, AND MORAL)AND. SERIOUS THOUGHT. 
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How differtly,” at diff went times, 
The ſelf are 6vjeets Arikedurt fenſts ! 
Thus ſays Sir G 1lelr, the man of th) ye 11 


And thus, to prove it, he commences. 
ol 20 Imad Zuid ,f 


Sweet are the blues antl the finifes oſ morn; , 
The ſong dt birds And d- bufpungled Hiorn; 
To ſwains wHöle henfts ur perfectly at cafe; 
Sweet are the ſplendors of the golden ray, 
To ſwains prepar' di tà tube eit curly way 
To hill and ve, und whhdet where they pleaſe, 
; Him evogtnrad div , oũ . - 994 bal 
But not: to ſiaitls tha mordingl linile is fw ect) 
Dreſſ'd out in ipang4=doondd; ere noon;. tor greet 
The as a ſpirits flutry ; 
0 . , 4 They 


PANDARIANAS _ 
They ſee, with very, very diff rent eyes, 
The fun in all his golden robes ariſe, 
And wiſh him natyto tyavehjn hurry. 


Sweet is the Parſon's note to ſwains at church, 

Who, lull'd taſlumber,.Jeaze.him in the lurch; 
Whom neither manners nor religion check : 

Yet, ah ! moſt terrible would be, I wot, 

That Parſon's ſoleninadmoidition nate 
To thoſe! ſame ſwains with ropes About! the eck. 
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And begs from Hewr'n thireteruul fleop; » 
Hard is the heart that cannot ſigh, 
And curs'd the eye that ſcorns to weep. 


| How rich the tear by Pity ſhed | 
How ſweet her ſighs for human woes ! 
They pierce the manſions of the dead, 


And ſoothe the ſpere's pale repoſe. | 
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O.CRUEL Maid, adieu! adieu! 
Thy loſs I ever ſhall deplore; 
A thouſand griefs my path purſue, 


And g Halt GI tx BARGE: 


ſt ig the x world of hope bereſt— 


Lo 1 FA Fg 7 31 
I view my fate te with ſireaming eye— 
775 
By Lovs forgot, by Fuixxpsutr leſt, 
By all Ke but mx ſighs. 
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And, ah! how various are thy ways to aun? 4 
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Jo ny Aer, wat in poor Fos: 


. ins 4 iy all „. 74 
Vor I'm u n a coorti rtin jo 


Gadfwunds? Tt Teck thee” ka WA 
Id fert vor thee that 18 Wu r 
Its love thee well, as pigs love . | 

Or dogs to gna a bone. 


What thoff 16 ban't ſo hugeous ſmurt, 
Forſooth leck voaks that go to curt; 


V oakes zay I'm n vitty: 
10017/ | Lord, 
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Although no chitterlins to's ſharts 
And lace that gentry uze; 

Theed'ſt yend me honeſt—l6, rert down, 


Altho' thee; hadſy't got a,gowns., 
Ner * vath ner e $ 


Now, ee *. rn dant now bliſh ; 
Vor zich, 16s — n gee a riſh; 
Dant copy voakes o town: 
No, Joan, dant gee thy zel an 1 
And ren and quat, juſt leck a hare, be 
And think III bynt thee down. f oye 
I. 
No, that O — * It me . 
No- dant ren off, and heed away, 
Leek paltriges i in ſtubble: 
No, no, the eaſieſt means be beſt; 
Iſs can't turmoil, an looze one 8 reſt ; . | 
I can't avoard the trouble. 


— — 


Now, 
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Now, Joan; beleek;:theemaantfeth kirow! 

About my houze-keppini and. mg, & al7 
Hevore the&tak'ft'the hoo *'1 121 1 
Why vleſh an dumplin ev'ry day; | 

But az vor Zinday, let nie da,, 

Well DONE. N Or! Hu- 
aon! Bl bn f 


Zuttitimes errut * Pie 
And zum days we Wulf broit ind vey, only. 
And zum days roaſt; ye i: 20M 724 


An az vor Zyder, thee ſhat guzzle, 
Zo mad, 6 0 5 wil tite tliy EL 26h 


Fe 'F 
Enow to ſplet thy gil. Be i eoix 10 
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Now break thy! meend, 240 cc dun, an dun;” ; 


band, 18 09) bot 


I'll make thee > 2 god hu band, myn; 
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And Joax, I'll love thee dearly; ; 
Ifs waant do leek our neighbour FLair, 
That huffth his wive, ati Kickth ber tall 


And drafhth berg Juft leek bes yu —p/: 
- Fas 2011 11 
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Joaxxr, Is now „ have 3 y wecnd; 


Zo ſpeak, and let the bilneſs cend, ”_ 
Imo Is 
; a > Aud 
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And dant ſtand ſhilly ſhally ; 
But if thee wutt'n—Lord, lay't alone; 
Gohanß thy gl yor me, mun, Joax, 
I'll curt thy zeſter Mally. 


*72> *© i F\ A 11 . 
44 Ee 7 0 A A . w 


ATTTATIDAN 
7 W. AN * 5 a 1. 11 3 1777 
e „t- Olde k J. . 1 ' C 15 s Ti. 1 «fi! | 48 11 17 4 


g aB 100 Be. "ry q v1 tri 4 i 512 9 * 5 CT 


"HET." * "x F ' "\ 1 —1 4 
— i — . ” 9 1 * TEE . * ' . 9 . 
CE BILE ,07 , az 7 p - N Lk . 
. 4 " L 
* 
89 © wer of ) 1 * 1 * 2 TT * i OK . " * 2 
# ; g 14 # 3 bd ' YE K1l 3 4 4 : 11 5 4 —_ . 4 * 
| - 1 4 : n hy I 14 
4 - " \ "©. ; , * 2 in W #F 
„n C3 IC; "44 0 44); Witt "2 * 221 * Ae 1 1. \ 
* * 


'' 1488 Tg = 0 
i100, to dam Warp G17 doo 


7 = 
wy - 5" : 2 * CT 4 £ 
© a, o 7 . 
PW 1 wg © 
A by 1. 8 ? g 4 y 10 } 
* * ? 
„ „ 
0 / 


? N 
: 4 5 at 341 - „i 1 ( 
* . ym 
+ DILLALL Wis Cf iS 


7 {1 


—— 


4 * 7 
— — 

_ ws ** 
7 = A ua ali... Af I _ 4 — * 

- N k 4 
. * { — — ay” 4 r — 9 \ 8 . 

bu p % 
_- —o@£HG Wo oy ts * At wa. with, — Pane 
» V5 
TC / "s = 


r—_— 
” us. a 


PINDARTANAT | 
lad ict bag 4oub Y 
« 261016. WN bio, I-ay0w gad d 


T ON aa * 3 D 0 1. Lr. | 


Gal wits de 3745 II“ 


A STABLE CANTATA. 


RECITATIVE. 
AMIDST his ſtraw, as Tou, a ftable-ſwain, 
Did ſweep and ſigh, but ſwept and ſigh'd in vain 3 
Dor Ir, the Cook, peep'd in upon her ſquire, 
And begg'd a wiſp of ſtraw to light her fire; 
Tow gave the wiſp, and, leaning on his broom, 
Thus woo'd the ſquabby Nymph of Bacon-bloom. 


AlR. 

O Dori, not a horſe nor nag, 

Of which my ſtable loud may brag, 
Can boaſt a head like thine; 
or has a ſaddle got a ſkin 

ſleek as thy fweet cheek and chin, 
Or doth fo nobly ſhine. 
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But thou art off, tis plainily en- —- br: /- 
Yes, Dan, bhaveloft the rim, . 
Thou miſcthievous/cohtriver + © 5:17] [1/4 
To gall, alack ! my panting heart, 
I'm fare thou art keſolv d to part, 
| III ut 2 
And marry Dien the Der. | 
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Well, 1, Dort, cannot bear it long, 3 
97 hol! 


Love Kicks into me fix: A prong 
APR ny Hdt 4 beedthg: 
tell thee, Dol xv without fs : 
Thou haſt 1o,curricomb'd. my rie, „ 
| That Lam off my feeding. OV/3 ait LY cu i 
| Atti tb Hen i in Attica! 190157178 1 
Quzzx. of the dripping- pan, Q-fagy e 
Hoy canſt thou hear thy Tugxas brau- 
Nor ons kind anſu cr utter 2 n00q 4rot al 
How, canſt thou fee thy Stable Sue 
Roaſt at thine eyes, like beet, at fie“, 
Nor melt away like butter ? 
But thou art grown ſd ptoud 1 1250 
Thou U ene ¹ 
As three a cru ODD BLB 97 
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236 PINDARIANK 
And then; with ch l ſcornſub eye 11H 


Thy ſhoulders rais d hy pridd ſo dug 
All like a d ee um worT 


$126" Bee ! Jonlmn AIInn of 
Sox, drive Z Driving-dog rg 50 2 


dog 


Give my ſarv d | Love. a lock.of hay, 
For I'm in woeful — 


But if thou wut not with me dwel] 1 
Horſes, and ſaddles, All fa farew ell, Fu 
. Je r MR «vol 


Brooms, hay-loft bin, Te 1 


Lene 


HO err s .... 

Ton having finiſh'd in a diſmal tone, o 
Wip'd his two dropping ryes, and gave 4'groan ; 
Then, ſighing, ſaid it was a cruel thing, 
Thus like à difticldut iis p66t heart to wring. 
The Nw a$tarcles of che hole (how ſhotking ') 
In Tow's poor bleeditgbrarr us in her flocking, 
Low curtſyinglto Her {Slew „ſigbing ruin! 

Return'd, with * Feen the rain. 
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Dear Tuomas, I pity ahy lo word! 10 
But, Tuouas, thou wilt nut Lire : 
Like a ladle of dripping twilh prove, 
% That I frequently fling on the fire. 
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It makes at wonderful bluse, 
And frightens the thimney, no dotibt 5 


* 


Sets the family all in amare; Ai noh! 
But, Thomas, it quickly goes out. 


Before we were married a yr 

: Miebty Love, he would 16 AH his forces; 

And the muſical tongue of thy D] 
Would yield to the itigh of thy Hotfes. 


I believe that thou thinkeſt ſincere, 

This ſcoeet paſſion would laſt all thy liſe; 
But too many can tell with a tear, 

They have thought the ſame thing of a wife. 


Too often we find, to our coſt, 
That the Pass10xs are caſily.cloy'd ; 
That the object which pleaſes us mal, 
Is the object that ne er was enjoy d. 


Love-matches may do very well, 
In worlds where folks never want meat; 
But in this, tis with ſorrow I tell, 
WMe are looking for ſomewhat 7o ear. 


Dear TO, then let me alone 
I don't like to Ii on ae of} 209 
955 W e er 


To thy able then lich all hy Life, = 
Dat will bring thee, thy meat ev'ry day: 
| A houſeſuſ of brats and anyite!. ,. bi1t Dtt 
What would they ir- take i n. 
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| She lures thee to the haunts of Cans, 


O NYMPH | of 3 ſmiles, beware, 
Nor heed the Syren's flatt'ring tongue; ; 


Where SoRRow pours a ceaſeleſs ſong. 


Ah! what are all her piles of gold ? 

Can thoſe the hoſts of Cart controul ? 
The ſplendor which thine eyes behold, 

Is not the ſunſhine of the ſoul. 


To love alone thy homage pay, Ta | 
The Queen of ev'ry true delight : 
Her files with joy ſhall gild thy day, 


And bleſs the viſions of the night,” 
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SEA COURTSHIP. 


SUSAN. 


Mb AIII Madam I have juſt rectived a poetical 
- BriLET-potx from my furious Sea-Caliban ; impu- 
dence and Humility, reſolution and weakneſs, hope 
and deſpair, forming the ſum total. Permit me to 
read it. 


HAWSER. ro SUSAN. 

Miſs Sina, I think it in vain 
Wo groan any more for that ſace ; 
Your behaviour hath prov'd it ſo plain, 
That to others I give up the chace. b 
"Phy wiſely n 7 Lieutenant. | 


About Love, I ſhall „ 
You know that I'm not very rich ; 
Yet I'd man you as well as another, 
And ſtick to your timbers like pitch. 
Nite flicking-plaifter indeed ! 
I | I am 
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I am out in my rech ning, "tis clear, 
Ass your frowus and your craelties prove— 
Since I thought to have anchor d, my dear, 
In your arms, that ſweet harbour of love. 
Very elegant, tender, and metaphorical! ? | 


And though you ſo ſcornfal are grown, 
Let juſtice be done, by the Lord ! 
You're a ſmart little frigate, I own, 
As a ſeaman would wiſh for to board. 
Thank ye, Mr. Lieutenant (curtſies.) 


Yet, Svsax, before we depart, 
And I beg thou'lt not take it unkind, 
Since your ſneers have reſtor'd me my heart, 
If I give thee a piece of my mind. 
By all means, Mr. HAwszk. 


Inſtead of my tears and my fighs, 
Which you, laughing, call'd Love's water-gruel, 
Could guineas have rain'd from my eyes, 
By G thou hadſt never been cruel. 
Impudent rogue ! 


u 2 And 


* yrovantank; 
And yet, ſhould the wind chop about, 
And thy mouth ceaſe this d- mn d ſqually wea- 
25 ther, 6 ora ot nene 
Let us fend for old Tnuur- cushion“ out, 
And ſwing in a hammock together. 
Never, never, indeed, poor ſwain. 
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on THE 


SONG OF THE SHEPHER DESG. 


1A 
t. 
FAREWELL the beam of early day! 
Cold on the eye the valley fades; 0 | 
The riv'let mourns upon its way, | 


And ſpectres ſeem to haunt the ſhades. 
Theſe eyes, alas! no pleaſure ſee, 
Since CoLix's love is chang'd from me. 


Adieu the crook he gave my hand 
Adien the flow'rs that deck my hair ! 
Go, doves, and leave your filken band, 
Since Barnxn is no longer fair, 
, | Theſe eyes, &c. 


U 3 


PINDARLANA:. | 
Let nought by Darxxx be poſſeſt— 
The myrtle-wreath that binds my brow ; 
The knot of, love he gave my breaſt, 


Deep bluſhing for his broken vow. 
Theſe eyes, &c „, 


Let all his tokens meet his eye— 
From Daruxe all his gifts depart ; 
And let me ſend with theſe a figh, 
| To tell him of a broken heart. 
Theſe eyes, Kc. ; 


MAPRIGAL. 


M A DRI GAL 


AH! ſay not that the BAR D grows old | 
For what to me are paſſing years? 

I feel not Acz's palſied cold 

| Toy like yeſterday a 


When Beauty beams, the world is ay! 
What mortal is not then alive? * 

Thus kindling at its magic ray, 

Fourſcore leaps back to twenty-five. 


ODE 


C 
\ 
„ 


n | " 

. +. P « LPT 111 

+ ae 2" 0 [ D 2 aw > 4 * 
10 


TWO MICE IN A TRAP. 


18 


80 Sin, and Mapax, you at at lengthare taken, 
After your dances over cheeſe and bacon, 
And taſting ev'ry dainty in > dew hats BM 
Now to my queſtion anſwer, if \ you pleaſe— | bY 
Speak, did ye make the bacon or the cheeſe? | 
What ſort or a defence Wye 6 ſet "Ps pray nA a 
Thus at free 41 to breakfaſt Ae, and ſup! 
Een mild Jupcs Built ought to hang you up, 
So full of the ſweet milk of human nature 
What ſort of fate, young people ſhould ye chooſe ? 
In purling ſtreams your pretty mouths amuſe, 
Or feed the cat's fond Jag. that for ye water ? 


I fee 


I ſee you are two lovers by your eyes; ti ta 221 gun 

] hear ye are two lovers by your ſigùs 10251100 
But what avail your looks, or hat àvail 

Jour ſighs ſo ſoſt, or hat indeed your tears, 

Or what your parting agonies and fears, 


Since Death muſt pay a viſit to your jail ? 


Ay, you may kiſs and pant, and pant and kiſs, 
And put your pretty noſes through the wire; 
Ay, peep away, ſweet Sir, and gentle Miss; 
No more the Moon ſhall mark your am'rous fire, 
Around the loaded pantry pour the ray, 
And guide your gambols with her filver day. 


Your priſon-door now, culprits, let me ope— 
Now, now ! you're off ! it is a lucky hop. 


Ye're in the right on't, nimble nymph and ſwain ; 
Go, rogues—but if once more I catch you 
here !— | 
What then? what then /—why then, I ſtrongly 
fear, 


Te little robbers, you'll eſcape again. 


— 


298 PINDARIANA. 


Thus let me imitate Ive Bur Lrn's deeds, 
Beneath whoſe ſentence ſcarce a felon bleeds ; 
Who, as the fur of foxes trims his gown, 

The hand of Mzzcr lines his heart with Dows. 


M 1 8 R R 


AND 


THR AEARFEISD. 


THE Miſer S4z8D1 on his fick-bed lying, 
Aﬀrighted, groaning, wheezing, praying, ſighing, 
Expecting ev'ry hour to loſe his breath— 
Enter a DRRvIsR—“ Holy Father, ſay, 
As life ſeems parting from this ſinful clay, 

What can preſerve me from the jaws of DzarTn ?” 


A ſacrifice, dear ſon—good joints of meat, 
Of lamb, and mutton, for the PxrzsT and Poor ; 
* Nay, from the Koran ſhouldſt thou lines repeat, 
% Thoſe lines may poſſibly thy health reſtore.” 
« Thank 


300 ' PINDARIANA®: / 
„ Thank ye, dear Father! you have ſaid enough ; 
4 Your counſel has already giv'n me eaſe : 
C Now as my ſheep are all a great way off, 
« I'll quote our holy Koran, if you pleaſe.” 
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DELIA, thou really doſt not know thy worth— 
NaTuRE has made a very idle blunder, | 

To give thee roſes, lilies, and ſo forth, 
Eyes, dimples, merely to excite our 2vonder. 


See other girls, of far inferior charms ! 

Behold them ſpreading through the world alarms, 
With not one quarter of thy ammunition ; 

Dark'ning the dangerous air with dreadful darts ; 

Transfixing Lovers' livers, heads, and hearts, 
Putting the beaux into a ſad condition; 


Whilk thou, ſo idle, mak'ſt not Man thy game, 
As though the creature were not worth thy aim. 


302 PLNDARLAYNS. 


But, Dzr1a, come—on me thy proweſs try ; 

Let looſe the lightnings of thy coal-black eye; 
Attack, purſue—1 like the dangerous ſtrife— 

Sweet Nymph, tis ten to one thou lay'ſt me low; 


Yet do not till me, my dear generous foe, 
But make me pris ner to thy arms for life. 


WHERE Forruxz reigns in ſplendid pride, 
What madding thouſands crowd her ſhrine ! 
With ſweet Simplicity their guide, 
O Lovx, how few reſort to thine / 


Yet when of Fon ruxx's ſmile poſſeſs d, 
The ſigh for other days they pour ; 
Some ſecret forrow ſtings the breaſt, 


And languor- loaded crawls each hour. 


But Lovs's pure joys unſullied laſt ; 
His vot'ries taſte a bliſs ſublime, 
vigh to regain the moments paſt, 
And with to clip the wings of TE. 


SUSAN. 


las. 


PINDARTANA. 


4 Shak) e 


WrarT a pretty hurricane about our ears! Well! 
thank Heaven, and our good old ſhip, for his holding 
his head fo long above water, we are not got down 
into Davy _ 8 locker. 
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Good Lord! when. think of the ſtorm, | 


And, old NRYrURR, thy horrible ſpleen, 
That endeavour'd to make of this form 
A feaſt for the fiſh at nineteen ! 


11 had given, my poor heart ſome alarms, 


As well as ſome grief to my ſpark, 
To 110 found, that, inſtead of his arms, 
I had fill 'd up the mouth of a hr. 


Dear N&prvxy, a Sweetheart is mine 


Not a handſomer Ex AND poſſeſſes: 
Shouldſt thou bury theſe limbs in thy brine, 


They will loſe a whole world of careſſes. 
| Oh, 


PINDARIANA. 803 


Oh, afford me one glance of my lover 
Oh, grant but one kiſs from my ſwain; 
Thou ſhalt drown me a thoufand times over, 


if ever I truſt thee again. 


Vol. IV. 
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FROM me, ſince Hor hath wing'd her way, 


To yield to luckier ſwains delight, 
Ah! will not Coxeonr lend a ray, 


To gild my boſom's dreary night ? | 


Yes! yes | to ſoothe my burning breaſt, 
As far from Ds11a's form 1 rove, 
mn boaſt that once this heart was bleſt, 


And tell the tory of my Love. | 


70 


O Vexvs, wherefore is my figh . _ 
To DeL1a's beauty breath'd in vain ? 

Ah ! why her cold and clouded eye, 
That ſun-like ſhone upon her ſwain ? 


A time there was, when thou wert kind, 
And gav'ſt ſucceſs to ev'ry pray'r; | 
When ev'ry ſigh was ſure to find 
A ſigh congenial from the Pain. 


A time there was, when Dera's breaſt, 


At all my griefs, with grief would glow 


The Nxurn would lull the ſtorm to reſt, 
And ſoothe withyev'ry charm my woe. 


a 7 Yet 


ow 


PINDARLANA-. 
Yet, Vzxvs, whereſoe'er ſhe flles, 
To Dzr1a all thy bliſſes give: 


In me a fingle ſhepherd dies, 
In her, behold, a thouſand live ! 
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O THOU, remoy'4 from this world's ſtrife, 


Whoſe relicks here below are laid, 
May Peace, who watch'd thy harmleſs 77 ; 
In death p ot thy gentle unge! 0 
Ter ndt abs Wöunl thy bier t HU 
Thy — aA toad 
"The mourner Prr drops a tear, ñ 
And Vik ro weeps a vaniſh'd friend. 
5 nung . bl | 11145 $114 Ir 1 
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DRAR Dora, ay thy campeing joints one mi- 
nute, 


And let me aſk thee, mad-cap Girl, a. 1 
Somewhat of conſequence there may be in it, 
_ probably, may int ſuit thine high digeſtion. 


Sec id b dts 1 2 dai A i. 


eee e the preſent glee ? 
"To ride 4 nannygoat, or aſs, or pig 

Or mount an ox, or ride an apple-tree, 
* 


Perhaps thn: art infected with an itch 


Po plague a poor old Crone; baptiz'd a Mitch; 
Jo ſmoke her in her hovel—kill her cats, 


ZIBDARIANA- a3 
Or lock her in, and rob her garden's peas,” | © 
Kick down the lame old grariny's hive of bees, 
And break her windows in, with ſtones and bats.” 


Perctiance, torob an orchard thou may'ſt long, 2 
Or neighbour's hen's-neft of its eggs, or young 
Nay, ſteal the mother-hen to boot: 
Perchance thou haſten'ſt, fond of vulgar joy, 
To tumble on the haytocks with the boys, © . 
And let them take, at will, the ſweet ſaluſe. 


Thou makeſt a long face, and anf wer thus" | 
Lord, then about a trifle what a fuſs! s P 
As though a body might not ride a pig, 
Or nannygoat indeed, or ox, good mei! 
Or our old Neddy;* or an apple- tree, 
K 6 kids r 
51h t aux 
5 Or whine's Müh lan upon my word, 
1 ee IN or chicks, or hen?! 
* The farmers can rain'd by't, good Lord 
Papa ſays aa ſubſtantial men. 5 


* Abbe x Jack af; 
m_- 


Or where's the harm to ride upon a gate 2 
To ſuub one ſo, indeed; at ſucbh u ανν ] e 

Fur tumbled from the trees upon the\fiones; - | 

And never broke, in all my life, my bones: 

e See, Sir, J have not ove black ſpot about me ! 

* e ee n * 


&© Or amn 8 pray, 
 « With Couän Duen to tumble un the hay? 

Juſt like a Baby with ber Doll you treat one! 
Marry come up! why, Couſin Dick won't eat one! 
And then, forſooth what mighty harm would come, 
12 e eee | | 


77 
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Doi rr, thy artle@ anſwers dure my A 

I readily believe thee void of guile; 90 
My lovely girl, I think thou mean'& no harm: 

But had I daughters juſt like hee, let looſe, 

1 verily-ſhould think myſelf a gooſe. 
To — colt-like * wiheor e. a 


Dor, 22 Ro home, — tel prin ſo mils, 
So fearful that a frown would kill her child, 
That not ev'n hirch to #i/l that child is able ; 
0 * And 


And tell thy Father, a fond fool, from me, 
To look a little ſharper after be, 
Clip thy wild tongue, and tie thee to the table. 
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GRAVE or EURIPIDES. 


AN ELEGY. 


Suppoſed to Be ſpoken on the Vos. 


. 
o 
J — — 
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O THOU, whoſe deeply-pitur'd frenes of woe 
From Grecian eyes could force the pitying thow'r ! 

Permit a SzrRAxGER's figh unfeign'd to flow 
"LIEN his hand to ſtrew the ſweeteſt flow'r. 


I know I ſhall Nane thy Snap be Smd. 
Who boaſt my birth from Alsrox's free domain ; 
Where Naruxz's "Tg * _ 1 — 
* mourn d, 5 —_ 

Where Mirrox' 1 wad the mortal "en 


_- - * 2 — . * 1 * S a * « — 0 
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Yetlo,. a race of this degenerate age, 

Sons of thoſe Sages, Heroes, Bards, whoſe name 
Gave ſplendor to the fair hiſtorio page, 

oy the glory of the Grecian name. 

qQT 

I wk 20M, ſon of Athens, with a ſigh ! 

Of Pow's, of Iexoaaxts, the abject ſlave*— 
Fear on his cheek, and mis'ry in his eye, 


He wanders near thee, heedleſs of thy grave ! 


3 


Where is 191 fame? In G xxx no more divine, 
It pours on ALBoN's iſle the radiant day 

There, with a noon-tide luſtre may it ſhine, | 
And gild my country with unclouded ray! 


Each night retiring, as I whiſper peace, 
With each adieu, the tear will ſteal away ; 


To think that Tnov the ſong of Gods ſhouldſt ceaſe, 


And, dying, mingle with the meaneſt clay. 


Though Grexcs forgets Weg yet on Paxcr's wing 


From diſſant ALBion will I oft return; ; 
Crown thy cold ſod with all the blootts of srares, 
And envy the rich earth that holds thy' . 
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* neee Gros all wer deute, 
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TIE Youra 55 Love and Hork ttyl 
Who breathes his ardent vows in vain, 

Learns to forget the ſcornful Mary, 
And bravely breaks her galling chain. 


« Farewell (becries) afruitlels flame; 8 a 

« A Nymph lefs, ervel let me find; 3 
The world holds many a blooming Dame; 
; © Anequal Curox may be K. nd. 


1 * 


net ito 1 Hi morazh treatul. 

1% ah! how hard the Loyzx's fate, 1 02/44 

Who feels the triumph of bine ee! 
Wbat Virgin ſhall his fires abate, 


And ſoothe bis boſom's hopeleſs figh ? = 


For, 


„ Ye 
© fo & 4 


PINDARIAN Ay 
For, lo! the Lovxs, to make thee fair, 
Agreed with ev'ry charm to part; 
And all the VIA runs too declare, 
They robb'd their own, to grace thy heart, 
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SOUL of the world, and effence of delight, 
Of thee I think by day, and dream by night, FE. 
For I'm a bachelor good old maid ! Jt 
| Yet now, O Love, a pretty woman's ſinites 
Could make me dance at leaſt a dozen miles, 
Without a ſtick indeed, or horſe's aid. 


Such rapture from thy bloom, each moment feels ! 
Such mercury thou putteſt in one's heels 


Did Jovx prize charming woman, juſt like me, 
Of charming woman, we ſhould find a dearth; 

In beauty, what a deſert there would be 

Scarce one ſweet female to delight our earth. 


And then, O CxxT HA, whom theſa eyes adore; * i: 

Whoſe form, and face, and mind, no tival know 5 
Yes, thun fair Main, to that untraydll'd hore, 

To charm the TuuxD8RER, wouldſt be doom'd 

to go; 41 12 01 

And leape, alas! ty dees genen ber... vy 


Who never wants a Musk when thou art near. 


And now tothe, oben —__ turn - 

How canſt thou hear an carthly Angg mount? 

A victim to the yultures of Dxsr Ain! It?) 
A witleſs victim to the villain's ſnare ! Lp ling tid 


How ſee vile Man, her virtue undermine, 


And bid the faireſt form of Nature, pine? 


Why fuffereſt Thou her boſom's ſofteſt figh ? © | 
How canſt thou, unreveng d, ſurvey the Mai; , 
Hear her ſoul's grief, behold her beauty fade; © 

Nay, horror! the poor Jamb-like victim die ? | 


v4 ©, 10 


Lo, e 1 | G A . 
With cheek ſo wan and pale, and ſeatter'd hair 3. 1 55 


Her gentle heart by Lovz's mad tempeſt torn ! 
She 


hy 


k 


k. 4 
1 1 
1 
1 
iS 
1. 
i 
18 
if 
1 


*. PANDARDANAL 


She R 
Now,” uwe fr tears, the lis l beam 400 
bm Oo 25 Abluov- amaenenT off le 
Pale as the moon, amidſt the midnight Hom, 
When rige du Atkeig louds Her face deform ! | 
| 1 rt Fix not tler zu s eme Toyo of 
© She graſps the.carth—the ſod, her fingers tear— | 
Now wearied,'difappointed; t the tkics/ - 
She liſts her lids of woe; and eee 
(Soul- piercing ſound). «Alas, he is not here!“ 
Rich pearls of ſorrow from ilieir ountaius "Rey | 
And drop (too precious for the ground !) away. 


untaban oh Tad ail : I's « 9% 


« How could, be, mel, he my heart a blow 5 
She moaner- noms fits upon the bank. and fings ; 

On breaks her dinge with-lengthen' fiel e 
And, pauſing, ation nee things. 


Now Pucki 1 i ban be b, 1 i 
« Sweet flow'rs, I once was innocent like Jon; 
“The tear, alas! a firaiger to theſe eyes | 
3 Nor ban my cheek, v nor r, wound, => boſom 
L knew.” | DEM z 4 


21G Now 


9 1 
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She whiſp'ring tells of Cox ms Love the tale. 


Again her mind is on the wing ! ſhe ſiarts 12 
Hors e nne 7 


Ng 


Sudden he HD from cath He's there, bes 
* there {ich lo |» 

« I ſee him paſs, the flood——ear 3 1 
Thy Jura calls thee—'tis thy Jura, ſtay— 
* Thy, Jv114 calls the hereſore haſte away? 
* Thy JvLia loves thee—do not, cruel, fly ; 
Stay, ot thy JoLra's heart with grief will 4e— — 
* If danger urge, that danger let me ſhare ; | 
* W eee 
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Sweet wretch in nga he nt Go gheatem. che 
- Wildly the phinges *mi@ the'torrent's roar— 
She ſhricks ! her arms her fancied Lovz embrace, 
be gap the gulph=ah 1 n r no 
ere Cl 04! Ir 
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LA? i in vain the bes. 0 
Beach d ic her ſpivit in the whelming ware * 
"Ver. IV. ps 8 Ne 
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No nm 
Behold her hours of eee . 


Deaf to the ſong of Baird now, ber eurk. 6 
Deaf to a D whiſpers once fo dear?! 

Cold too the boſom of the once warm maid 'Y 
The heart thatfwell'd with Tove's'ddlicious fighs, 
Still, in its ſilent cell of darkneſs lies, 2111 * 

And dim ber eyes in Dxarn's eternal Mate: | 
Thoſe orbs that ſparkling bade u world adote, 
Ah, dooih'd 6 arkle, and to gtd no more! = 

: wt ab 195 too oh 2550} zovol 711 I ar 
eee eee, . 
Amidft the cee of a rut thtong 1 1551! | | 
A'fight to ſtrike the! voite af Rarrurzimutcy 1! | ' 
And wake the enderef 2 of Pirr's lute ! 


auto motantly od 13.227 nie ot | doatory? 12. 
| Thee, Ales, 8 3 * l 
ind, %% oionst rd arte 12 Maier! 
Sure hlood hound, . 
F Purſue thee where the Dxsxx Tr grins with death: 
For not to man again ſhalt thou return 5 


A ſhrinking workdthy Qain-like form daher. 


eee keeneſt breath. 
% 3 1 2 


1 4 


PIN DARTANA. 
Smote and unburied, ſhall thy carcaſe lie: 
Afar, affrighted ſhall the vultures fly; 

Of fiends like thee} a brearbſs fiend, afraid; 
And lo, the frowning Gxxtvs of the gloom 
Sball ſhun the Sor rrvpx that hails thy doom, 

And bid each ſavage ſeek a diftant ſhade. 
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Tis a frange world we live in—but twill mend— 
As ev'ry body ſays, © the world grows wiſer ;” 
Yet certain follies ne er will have an end, 
Of which I am a wonderful _— 


Is i not S when, with all his . 
Gxn1vs performs a work, a man ſhould bawl, 


* Toaſk much for this trifle were a ſhame ; 
* I know the fellow took no pains at all 


e Poets whtk nimbly, nimbly, no now-a-days : 


« Give a good penny's-worth, * Masrzx Bars. 


I dare ſay the ſad Bookſeller, a L--x, 
Or L-- &, pour'd ſuch unhallow'd ſounds 
On Mi..rox's ſhrinking ear, with lips profane, 


Who bought th" immortal Work for fifteen pounds '® 


ALSO 8 = 
* The price dftually givin for the Paradiſe Loſt 


Too 


PINDARIANA.' 
Too many a ragged Brother of the Lay, 
Too many a fair Hiflorian, never doubt it, 
Have heard a Bookſeller ſo cruel ſay, 
« Pray, Sir,” or © Ma'am, how long ere you 
« about it ?” : 


Thou Beaſt ! amid the ſons of Wisbox plac'd, 
Who, times of old, as well as modern, grac'd, 
Couldſt thou not catch a portion of their fire? 
Rolls not thine eye upon their works each day: 
And canſt thou, from them, nothing bear away,, 
To lift thy bog · like ſoul above the mire ? // 


Sore troubled by the tooth-ach, Lozis ran 
To get the mürd rer of his quiet, drawon ; ey 

An Artiſt in an inſtant whips Kbps" 7 75 
„Well, Misrzx Sxac—he ? what bas 1 to pay?“ 
„A ſhilling: “ Zounds! a ſhilling de ye zay 2” 
With a long flaring face PS the Lovur. 


* Lord! why Ize did not veel} it— 'toras n nort in it; 
„Tou knows ye wern't about it half a minute: . 

* To gee: 20 much Ie curſedly unwilling— 
„Lord! vor a tooth, but yeſterday ald 545 
* Diddrag me by the head about his ſhop 
* Three times, poor man, and only ax'd a ſpilling.” 
Sd SONG. 
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Ales arent Ty 

Ho alter d each Took of the wan?! 

Now ſullen he wiſhes to part: 
Wbo calld me the pi of lb ph 


Nia u. I las-: 50) vd baldao: 


Of late with what, ardour he. ſtrove... off} 32 « 
Ev'ry hou that was mine to beguile Mn N 

| en be.griey'd if I. doubted hig loye1l, | 
And how. men be gain d bot a bel. 
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To me, he 2 days; 


. ix ni COM 26 . => fort ; 2x1] Nu 48 1 
And raptu ptur'd on . me was his ton * 
995 T7 IT TENN 
Thus, M Mognixs aroſe on his praiſe, 
— 2 1 £114 TT! 74 N t* n . 


And Eygning went down on his ſong, 


101d Dio ! 510119, 


nortt int mots ty: 
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; PANDARTARKA. | 
Let me ſteal to the deſert and die, 
Nor wound with reproaches his ears; 


My f ſhall bapolya fgb-g 1 
My complaint, but the filence of tears, f 
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SEE Crone, happy in his own dear ſenſe ! 
And, hark! the world cries, « Coxcomb in th' ex- 
TIN 
Now let me undertake the Fop's deſence— 
What man could ever be content with Ji 2 


ANACRE- 


ANACREONTIC, 


TO SYLYI AA. 


How can thou ſmile at my deſpair, | 
And bid me other nymphs adore ? * 


shew me a gitl but half fo fair, 
And I will trouble thee no more. 


Hide then that neck, and lip, and eye, 
Since thus reſolv'd to ſhun purſuit ; 

For Lovs will follow, like the fly, 

That always ſecks the fairef fruit. 


ISE TTA. 


IN the name of the great God of Love, how ſhall I 
diſpoſe of myſelf? Which of my ſwains muſt wear 
A 


O Vingixs | tell me how to chooſe, = 


For I'm a novice. on it— 2 
Poor Col ix at a diflaxce woges, LEES? 
And AG ea fy af eg wit ba 


While Iazrx/to no ſorms a, ſla ve. 
Won't ſtay to evrite for hliſſes ; 

But prints 1 I 
His wiſhes wit. his kiffes, | 


If Luzin ſeize a rude embrace, 
And I begin to clatter ; 
The rogue ſtares gravely in my face, 
And aſks me what's the matter ? 
ATT) Of 
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Of kiſſes lately he ole ihre -- 
I ſhriek'd, with; might and mann 

** Since ye don t like, them,” pert. quoth hey 
« Lord! take. them back again 


« No, no, E-wott,” ſays I, . keep oH, 
They pleaſe me much,” Iſwore— 

« Oh, i it ſo ? eryd'he, „ n- hf 
Then, Miſs, you wiſh for more“ 


Poor Col ix turns, if I but frown, 
All white as any fleece is! 


Lunix would give me a green gown, 
And rummage me to pieces. 


The one, ſa meek and complaiſant, 
All filence, awe, and wonder, 

The other, impudence and rant, 
And boiſt'rous as the thunder, 


This begs to preſs my fingers tip, 

So baſhful is my lover ; 
at ſavage bounces on my lip, 
And kifles it all over. 


O Mo. 
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O Movzsry, thou art ſo ſweet! 
Not wild, and bold, and teafing ; g 
And yet, each Siſter Nymph I meet 


This is a witked world !O deri! 
— foreet;” Lifcar , | 


23 That TypupexcE will uin me. 
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Now, Joux, we are married—and now, let me ſay, 
Though both are in youth, yet that youth will decay: 
In our journey through life, my dear Joax, I ſuppoſe 
We ſhall oft mect a bramble, and ſometimes-a roſe. 


When a cloud on this forehead ſhall darken my day, 
Thy ſunſhine of ſweetneſs muſt ſmile it away; 

And when the dull vapour ſhall dwell upon thine, | 
To chaſe it, the labour and triumph be mine. 


Let us wiſh not for wealth, to devour and conſume ; 
For luxiiry's but a ſhort road to the tomb: 
2 Ine af Da 
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Let us figh not for grandeur, for truſt me, my Joax, 

The keeneſt of cares owes it birth to a throne. 

Thou FO "atk A ow, and 1 MA > purfue, 

In good time, with her blefling, my Joax may milk 
feoo : TED 40 

I will tl our ſmall field, whilſt thy prattle and ſong, 

Shall charm as f drive the bright Ploughthare along, 


When finiſh'd the day, by the fire we'll regale, 
And treat our good neighbour at eve with our ale; 
For Joax, who would wiſh for elf only to _ 
Ous dleſing ot life; my eur Ben e 15 00 W 

N Ii HDν,⁊)½m ac N Nh Hi Hen 
Den thd red. breaſt aud wren ſhall not ſeek ws wh, 
Wm thou Haſt a crumb, bt thy Conkw a grain; 
Not only their ſongs will they pour from the gore 
But 1 WW love.” 

N Mist 1 atedno5w? 

Though oom maſt _ vey prot re- 

member; 0 ; 


That thy May was my own, Tear thou ſheweſt De- 
: Nl kenbe r: + of Hille i og 

And when Ast to my Fat his my 
he ſummer of Love ſhall reſide in my heart: 
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| DkvenraR o of Hncars, thou' rt —— 
Joy to my ſoul, rs Sn falls: 
Thy pow'r the female world appalls. 


With ſmiles the Quzzx of Lovx appears; 
No longer trembling for the Graces : 
No more thy rude attack ſhe fears, 
On faultleſs forms, and faireſt faces, 


Beauty will never Joſe her prime, 

Nor mourn her lofles, as of yore! 
Defeated, too, thy brother Tims, 

The Gop of wrinkle wounds no more, 
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See Act diſplay her iv'ry rows 
Het lip preſerves its purple bloom ! 
Her boſom heaves with Alpine ſnows, 
©0444 eee 
The cy cheek, and hoary "by 
No longir be, as uſual, greet ; 
And, what our Grandmothers all dread, 


Tae pow r, the good ld Granie PF 
And, ogling, dart their am rous rous fire; . 

- Decline with graces to the grave, 
aan ith the Vitith of health,” x _ 
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WHAT micked thouſands; fer eee 
(Such. is gf ſin the wonderful increaſe) 

The Heav'n's Eternal Rurerrmkc upon "ny 
Than one poor braintels Jug of the Peace, 


Or Couxxx x SdunR, who, nothing knows but doxies, 
Hares, Acts of Parliament, hounds, horſes, foxes,! | 


Nay, further which ſhould ſcarcely be repeated 
(And, oh! that groundleſs were the Pozr's fears!) 

Gop by bis otun ſad ſervants. is worſe treuted. 
\Horſe than our Country Gentlemen by theirs. ' 


Aſk of the Biſhops elſe, whoſe humble ſouls 


Meet Mexcy melts, and Cyarity controuls. 


Vor. IV. 2 To 
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To cheat the Dev'l, at times, Tve no objection; 
Not Heav'n ! tis ſuch a villainous reflection 


$ <1 a „ N N 
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A certain TxaveLLEs, in ancient days, 
When Gods and Goddeſſes were thick as hops, 
Withing, as he was beating the highways, 
For ſomewhat Eh; to amuſe his — ; 


Knelt dowr'to JuerTsr, and thus 2 
« O JvoerTeR, as I'm an honeſt man, 

«TN keep my word, if thou wilt grant my pray'r; 
« Amidſt my travels, let me ſomething find 


4 Little or much, good, bad, of any kind, 
Ivo. to thee, thy Godſhip baff ſhall ſhare.” 


Then with grave ſanctity he thump'd his craw ; 
Much as to fay, © Great Joys, my word's a law.” 


He had not walk'd a mile; before he found 

A hindfome bag of filberts on the ground; 

At fight of Which, his lips with rapture ſmacking, 
Plumb down he ſquats,” and falls at once to crack- 


LE Ing. 


Te 


BPARIANS. 7 389 
To cut my ſtory ſhort, he crack d and cat, | 
From ev'ry nut, each atom of the meat; 
When gravely gathering up the ſhells, he cries, 
« Jovx, facred havel kept my wotd—for ſee, 
The better half indeed I leave to thee, 
« The ſhells, O mighty Ruler of the ſkics ! 


„ 


2 * ; | 4 
« There are they all, great Jove—ſurvey 'em : 
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THE wretch, O let me never know, = 
Who turns from Prty's fearful eye; 
Who melts not at the dirge of Wor, 
But bids the ſoul renew its ſigh ! 
O ſay not with the voice of ſcorn, 
The lilies of thy neck are fled, 


«© Thine eyes their vaniſh'd radiance mourn, 


The roſes of thy cheek are dead.” 


Too cruel Yourn, with tears I own, 
The roſe and lily's fad decay; 

And forrowing wiſh for thee alone, 
Their tranſient bloom a longer day. 


4 
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OP 
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Yet though thine eyes no longer trace 
The healthful bluſh of former charms ; 


Remember that each, luckleſs grace, 
O Corn, faded in thy arms! 


O09? 7 
* - ” - " 
— — 4 o & \ * 
K- owe —— ol „ ˙ : 
11 a 
» 
: SF 
— {\ © * : 
11517 , 
1 | 
313% 'S 7 ! 
*- 
. 
| 
* 


* 


- | ö 
* ki 
34³ PUNDARTANA 
' ; , 5 4%. _£ d i. as . 
SAFER A SI OF Porte ttt 


U. 57 obs KOI Wy Ad 44 Loft ATR fc 


* N | - 
R. 8 ji D oy ron 
Ae 17s A 
TO MY GQOD FRIEND 


THE MOST. MERCIFUL JUDGE ——. 


O — whoſe fur heart ſo full of love, 
Muelts, ſnow-like, on the victim void of hope; 
Whoſe conſcience ſtretches like the ſofteſt glove, 
Jo ſave the ſighing culprit fram the rope! 
To thee, in-V1rTuy's ſtouteſt armour, frong, 
Permit thy friend and Bard to pour the ſong. 


O let us drag the foes of man to day, 

And hang them like thy rats upon aur lay, 
Murd'rers that firike the cheek of Horror pale 
Whoſe morals give contagion to a jail. 


* Hereby hangs a pretty little tale. 
Illumin d, 
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Illumin' d, ah ! too oft by Fon ruxt's rays, . | 

A pigmy wretch is ſhewn in yon huge Fouls 4: putt 
Juſt as the ſolar microſcope diſplays | | 
A mite, a flea, a bug, a dirty louſe. 


WI, 


A JupGs may riſe, deſpiſing Nature's groan ; PR. 
A villain, in damnation ſunk ſo deep; 

That Vics, black Vick, mall ne'er be idle Known, 
But when the fur-clad monſter falls aſleep * 


99 ere 9＋—— 
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Juſt as the hackney-coachmen curſe rg 
Kind Sol., who diſſipates a threatening cloud, 
Dark hov'ring, wiſhing much his power to ſuow, 
And bid his deluge drown the world below; 
Juſt as the reſtleſs demon of the ni gilt 
Lours on the maiden blufh of orient ligt: 
And ſkulks into the charnel's marky ſhade: | 
A Jones may riſe, whoſe ſcowl ſhall curſe the finile - 
Of Jusr1ee, who ſo long has bleſt our Ile, 
And ſtrike with ruffian fiſt the heav'nly Marp. '/ 
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Where i is the Juves,, in murder only brare. 
Wheſe ſoy} delights to ſeed the gaping graye- 
Who on the convicts pale check feaſts his eyes; / 
Whoſe heart. felt ſounds, ar Horz's expiring fighy? 


Where is the happy Paxrox of the rope, 
Whoſe eyes on ſeas « of blood would gladly 8 
Freſh hecatombs of carnage, every worn; 
Whoſe e: car could live on Vin ron 5 deepeſt groan; * 
Stretch ev li to pain to catch * laſt faint moan, 
Poor writhing cn eee FI torn I 
role 0142 £30 POM (OM EL 2 
There's 1 Joverw.but ww ty,” 
So foul a ſpitit may diſgrace chewy,” +) 
lad e, 20} 149%; Webs. 
Where is the JupGt, 3 midſt his ſhrinking vale, 
Walks forth, ah] not to hear the turile's tale; 
But with a happy, keen, and ſparkling eye, 
To ſee the kite with fury ſweep the ſky; | 
Now in his iron talons hear along, 
The lark hah n * e with his "I , 
To fuch Dax NaTuReE never 8 gave birth— 


But ſuch a miſcreant vile, may curſe the carth. 


T 
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Where is the Jung wÞþecpurts the gipors of night; 

Charm'dwith the! L and. hat's and beetie's e 

And ſees with, jox the 6 1 * 
With rapture lift ng to their piteous. wail, 


Now follows hard to catch the mournful N 


And ſorrows whe Rn . 7 
As 

A Joon, like this to hid poor eee, 7 
Was never ef, thank hcav'a! ! but cas born. 
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Where is the * who * the 3 euro 
At midnight, midſt the ruthleſs tempeſt's roar, 


When Farz and Horror ride the thund'ring 
Deey; 
Who for the cormorant's broad pinion Seki, 
To mingle with the tumult of the ſkies, 
And join the whirlwind's wild refiſtleſs ſweep ; 


To hover o'er the darken d ſcene of death, 
And triumph in the ſeaman's ſhrieking breath; 
Charm'd with each mountain furge, for life that 


raves; 
Charm'd as the arm of Farr, with cruel ſhock, 


Heaves the huge veſſel on the groaning rock, 


And rends it piece-meal, midſt a world of waves? 
«© There's 


There's no ſuch man, nor ever was,” you cry: 
Sweet Jupcz ! dear dove-like ! fo fay J. 
But aq there not a dev'l like this appear ? 

Lays deals ination mach heb of, 1 


| Cr wp, AO 

O ſhould thy beauteous boſom. „ 

T0 bold and ckle ſuch an Imp of ſhame; 
Know, to the Pozr though thou gaveſt birth, 
With ſoul-ſelt ardour will I wiſh thy death, 


eee thy Namen fl, and changy my name. 


* 


re vIA. 
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Da$SHWOOD, I diflike your jokes on Matrimony : 
you poſſeſs too much ſenſe to treat with ſo much levity 
a ſtate which the ark Philoſophers bold fared. But 
your jeſt muſt not be ſpared, "though ru ruin be the con- 
ſequence. After all your pretty profeſſions, I am not 
note certain that your paſſion is fincere—hoW am I to 
be convinced ? 


Dasxwoon. 
Fie, fie, thou charming infidel !—liſten. 


SONG. 


Dear girl, I'm up to ears in love 
The ſact, a thouſand follies prove ; 
Yes, yes, I feel the dart! 
Well! now I'm wounded, give the cure; 
Thou'rt not a cruel girl, I'm ſure, 
$0 try to caſe the ſmart. 
2 
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« Lord bleſs us! it is all a lie,” 
I hear thee with emotion cry, 
« Pm ſure there's nothing in t:“ 
Indeed there is, I'm ſore afraid, 
Nay, take the ſymptoms,” ſceptic Mat», 
eee re Ho, 


eie 15H gm 901 * 


* Thinfantthat 16 — mc 4 * 


00 My bean againſ my ribs beeps drumming, 
As if to caper out; oY Tit 45 E 3? 
170 make his conge at thy feet, 


" Proves himſelf thy la ve ſo . 
And fi ght for thee ſo flout. 


From thoſe dear lips, * 9 bliſs, 


15 1 1 20 


If ſaucy coxcombs ſteal a kiſs, 


U 
3 


My eyes ſo jealous roll: 
Aſide, I call the pùppieb names, 

My beart is tna like in flame ag 

nnn nö. Moa & AEDT 
nb och bot I 97 oY 

cannot bear, to be alone; - ml woo ! i 

I yawn, [ ſigh, 4, gaps; I groan, 1 2 | 
And writhe as if with pain: ] 


0:1 «> Z N ow 
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Now on à ſudden ſeize a book, 
Juſt half a minute in it look,, "0 5 
a. 


in 


Now 3 wild, Twälk, 
Nod to myſelf, and ſmile, — talk; 
Now hunt for ſomething loſt ; 
Now fit, pump up now ſtare, now _— 
On ſomadpypoveblemsfeem to aa 
Now e 1 
wot lon din | | 
Now ſeize 8 and ſcratch . 
A half a glee, or half a catch; | 
Now ſnatch the bruſh, and paint : 
* Now fling it down, and ſeize the flute, 
Now him an air divine, now hoot, 
To make N Musle faint. 
Nox full led to 0 thee, | 
And take a ſocial cup of te, TI 
And give my heart a plaſter ; | 
I draw my watch, not oyer cool, 
Call him a little limping fool, 5 
And bid him travel faſter. 


. 


0 
1 
b 
1 

N 
1 


— 
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| Now buſtling round the room, here, there, 
| try to find my hat, and fwear,.. 
Now raging from my inmoſt ſoul, 
I roar, © What thief my hat hath ſtole 2?” 
Then me it on "wy . 


Nax, nay, bee W 
Lovs's ſymptoms: mov wo plan appear 
There's nobody can miſs it: 
Let if theſe ſymptoms are not 8 
And this the paſſion fail to prove, 
Why, what the devil is it? 


O that I did not love thee; girl, 
And that my head, in this wild whirl, 
Could keep a little ſteady t ! | 
But tis in vain, alas! to preach ; 
Like drowning boys, I've loſt my reach: 
My ſenſe is r * | 


TM Jet, SyLvia, know, the fongle el 
Iss on! y one to ſerve—riz. Self; 


But 
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TRHus ſung the Bard of old, and — 42 no for, 
« Sweet are the uſes of Apvenry ;' ; 
A Dams who kicketh from your rump your ſtool, 
„ __ ſavage, ſhoweth not one grain of mercy t'ye ; 


Bids all your fancied-deareſt friends turn tail; 
Greets with wir d whips, and Bleſs with a jail, 


O Misrakss of this wiſdom-teaching pain, 
With Pirr'nr, Gig ET, Fantxe, in thy train, 

Go knock, God bleſs thee, knock at others doors: 
P all my fav'rite Gops of proſe and rhyme, 


5 thy philoſophy ſublime— 
Go, ſeek the zealot who thy ſtripes implores. 


— 257 
Go, thunder on another's houſe thy ſtriſe, 
Snatch from a huſband's happy arms a — 5 WRT 


Blot from his ſoul each glimm'ring ray of hope; 
Rack all his lovely daughters with diſeaſe; MY 
Poiſon his ſons, and, more thy rage to pleaſe, Wt 

Preſent the fainting father with a rope. PEI 


But let me keep wife, children. peace, go" land, 2 N. 
And learn thy! leſſons all at econd hand. 


1 ber dull — yes, vaſtly dull indeed! 
I hate to ſee a brother mortal bleed . 45 Ke 

hate to hear a gentle Nature groan, 8 7 
And, GoDDpEss, more eſpecially my oon. phe / 

Yes, yes, | Heay'n knows, my taſte is more cogſd; 

Prefers the Zephyr to the howling uind; 7 1 

Prefers too, ſuch my ſtar's unlucky blunder, 

One hour's bright calm, to months of cloud and thunder. 

Thou pofnibl Nerd be a good 1 | a i a , 

But certis doſt not know my weak condition. 

Bliſters, and ſearifying, and ſpare diet, 

Would ſet my nervous ſyſtem i in a riot; 

Vor. IV. A a Rich 


5 rSIAtAxI. 
Rich cordial 24ſt Wld aber be, 1 tro. 
Made up Sno Hanntenary a and 'G. i 
4 tl 10 [1 SELALEED DD u. 10 b FT 
Thine iron ſcourge would really act in Wai 4 5 
So apt am 1 to make v wry mouths at f pain ; - 
At diſappointment much inchn'dt to moan. 
Whenever then, O Goppess, things we ſee, 
That with one's nature £6 much diſagree, | 


Methinks 'twere better they were let alone. 


To tumble from a houſe of from a ow T, 

And break a luckleſs brace of legs and arms, 
Would make one Jook moſt miſerably ſour ; 

Yet are there men, who deem all thele 30 harms. 


Then et them; Godpuus—fouſe thera on the ones, 
And for their goodly comfort, crack their bones. 


If in u wen ſtuff d coach, toe overſet, 
A broken leg, and thigh, and arm, I get, 
I am not, 1 conifeſs, of thit purs Weaver; 
To crawl out on my hands and knees, and ſay, 
Grace-like, «For what 1 have receiv'd this day, 
« I humbly thank UT O moſt gratious Heav'n ! 
| 'O' Miftfets 
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O Miſtreſs of the terrifying mien, n 

The boatſwain 's deep: ton d. voicę and prowny army 
O be not within jeagyes of PETER. 1 ſeen ; 3 

Thy catro enine· tails cannot, cannot aur 4 


A ſtupid ſcholar, Gobpsse I hall be; 
Thy converſations are too deep for me. 


Yes, Mapan, you ate too bebe Dame 
For PzTER's company, I fpeak with ſhame— 
A kttle winning veench oontenteth me, 
'Clep'd Fox rUxE, a good-natur'd ſmiling laſs, 
Who conftant lights my pipe, and fills my glaſs,” 1 
And makes my ew'ry day a jubilte. * 


7 


This is the ſweet companion for my money; 
Such is the little Syren I deſire . 

Thou art all gall, and ſhe all milk and honey ; | 
"Tis at a diſtance I miſt thee admire. 


A bawk-like appetite, and empty platters, 

The bleak wind whiſtling through a coat in tatters, 
The flight of fancied friends, a foe's abuſes, 

Are things for which my bowels do not yearn ; 

For rot me, Mapa, if I can difcern 


One atom of their ſeveral earthly uſes. 
A a 2 MoRALITY 


OW AACBIES T1 7 
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* ” _— 
Naa, 


Mon Ar TT y may wear a ruffle ſhirt, © 
1 really think, and not his conſcience hurt— _ 
MoxALiTY may alfo like nice picking; tou 
For fince the great Al T- WISE has giv'nus'fowls, 
Mankind were certainly a ſet of owls, 
To dare to place r in a chicken. 


MonArrrra I ween, may go well dreſt; 
Keep a good fire, and live upon the beft ; | 
Throw by his wheel-barrow, and keep a carriage; 
Viſit the Op'ra, Maſquerade, and Play; 
Drink Claret, Burgundy, Champagne, Tokay ; 
Get fifty thouſand with a girl in marriage. 


To eat from ſplendid plate, or homely manger, 
Methinks the ſoul is juſt in equal danger. 


Beſides, tis late, O Goppkss, in the day— 
I'm not a ſubject fit for thee to flay ; 

To ſpeak the truth, my nerves 00 nicely feel 
Go, ſearch the motley mixture of mankind ; 
Some young enthuſiaſt wild, thou ſoon mayſt find, 

Proud of thy whips, and glad to grace thy wheel. 


80 
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So great for my own perſon is my love, 
And hard thy leſſons, I can't now begin em 
Beſides, as I have hinted ;uft above, 
rap Niet tes hn be ig. 
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AT length, O faireft Nymph, farewell ! 


Let ſighs alone my paſſion tell ; 

With tears I quit thy arms : 
Adieu each eve of pure delight; 
Adieu each morn with rapture bright; 


Adieu thy brighter charms ! 


Where'er by FaTtz condemn'd to ſtray, 

Where Pxaczus pours the golden day, 
Or ſleeps beneath the wave, 

Thine image will my path purſue, 

And ever preſent on my view, 


Detain me ſtill a flave. 
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In vain I roam—I ſtrive in vain | 
To break, O beauteous Mam, thy chain! 
Yet why my fetters part ? 
Ev'n now thy fi ghs, my fighs approve ; 
Ev'n now thy love, returns my love, 
And yields me heart for heart ! 


* 2 * 
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ST. CECILIA. 


ON A LADY SINGING. 


DEesCEND, O Goppxss, from thy ſphere, 
And liſten to a BRITISH Maip ; 

A ſweeter Sarrno warbles here, 
Than charm'd of yore the Leſbian ſhade. 


Yet not like Sarrno's mourns her ſtrain, 
Alas! with Love's deſponding ſigh ; 
o Dias beauty bows each ſwain, 
And owns the triumph of her eye. 
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on 
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A PASTORAL ELEGY. 
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How bleſt were the Nyaens and the SWAINS, 
When Lxeipas jpin'd in the ſong; 7 | 
The chief, and the pride of the plains, 
- ho ed all the R along! 


— — — 


— $a „ * 


—_ — — _ 


Of late, not a valley was fair, 
Not a grove gave a muſical ſound ; 
The breeze ſeem'd a ſigh of deſpair, 
And Pity ſat mute on the ground. 


But 


But Na ruxx (how ſudden the change !) 

At the preſence of Lycipas ſmil'd— 
HAL Tn was ſeen through the valley to range, 

And an Eden ſprung up from the wild 


The throftle was heard in the ſhade; 

+ The linnet enliven'd the grove, 

And Ecno, long baniſh'd, ſweet Mary, 
Return'd with her ſtories of Love. 


Yes, each ſcene at his preſence was glad, 
That ſo lately with ſorrow was rent; 

And the voice of the MovuRxER ſo ſad 
Was loſt in the ſongs of Coxrxxr. 


Juſt able to crawl ber the ſtyle, 
And doom'd, ah! to labour no more, 
AGE would crawl from his cot with a' ſmile, 
And a bleſling to leave at his door. 


But the Sur ER for ever is gone 
Hark! his knell, how it ſaddens the gale ! 
Jor dies, and our paſtimes are flown : 
Fark envies the ſmiles of our vale. 
1. 4 Now 
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Now let Mix rn from each hamlet retire 
To the region of filence and gloom : 


Sure his death muſt our ſorrow inſpire, 
Since the Vm runs will weep at his tomb. 


— — * * * 
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ANACREONTIC SOCIETY, 


AT THE CROWN AND ANCHOR. 


YE ſons of Axacaeox, liſten awhile ; 
Tiis Aro Lo, your friend, that ſends greeting 
Of your pleaſures, we Gops are in love with the fyl, 
And are mad to be down at your meeting. 


Father Jovx with your ſounds is ſo wond'rouſly pleas d, 


That he ſwears at our flats and our ſharps ; 
Wich the ſquawls of each Musk he'll no longer be 
teaz d. | 
2 80 commands me to break up their harps. 
2 He 
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He has quite put a ſtop to poor Mowvs's fun, b 
And forbid his jeux d eſprit to flow; = 
Thus our club ĩs knock'd up, becauſe we re outdone 
By the mirth of you mortals below. 


Then accept my petition—a wiſh moſt ſincere; 
me join as the Laureate your throng ; 
ugh I cannot, like IncLEpox, raviſh your ear, 
| can give you a pretty good ſong. 


As for example : 


SONG By APOLLO. 


A p-x on all ſorrow—on happineſs ſeize— - 
Cars, avaunt! nor our pleaſures alloy : 

Since Jovs has giv'n paſſions and objects to pleaſe, / | 
The meaning is, Mortals enjoy, 


Jovs's a God of ten thouſand—the Moxarcn, I 
know, | 
Loves his bottle, girl, ſong, and a jeſt ; 
Has a monſtrous regard for choice ſpirits below, 
And is charm'd when his creatures are bleſt. 


But 
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But he's ver d when a fool takes it into his head, 
That he's %, if he meddles with paſture; | 
And thinks, too, the fellow confounded i ved, 
To refuſe when he offers the treaſure. 


When a Zealot has turn? up the whites of his eyes, 
With long phia, and a puritan ſtrain, 
I have ſben the Gov laugh, and in ſun, from the 
ſkies, 
Make up mouths at the ee _ 


Then puſh round the bottle—let each give his ſong ; 
Wit, Humour, and Friendſhip attend us; 

And whilſt for enjoyment our paſſions are ſtrong, 
Let us aſk-not his GonsuI to nend us. 


Thus we'll revel, till Mon xd peeps into our glals, 
Then to ſcenes of new rapture remove; 


pe embrace with devotion a wife or a laſs, 
And be bleſt on tlie boſom of Love. 


511 ODE 


PARANA. 


To 4 


HANDSOME WIDOW. 


SEE yonder clqud, that mopes with mournful-ſhade, 
Black | black, as though it never would be bright! 

Sor, like a bridegroom comes, a jovial blade, 
Claſps her with warmth, and lo, her darkneſs, 

Light! 

The dreſs of CLoup ſoon alters! for, behold, 

Her gloomy Sables change to pink and gold! 

Davenrzr of ſorrow, thus perchaunce "twill be, 

If I miſtake not NATURE, ſoon with thee. 


Pale 
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Pale as the pale rain loaded lily's look, 

And languid as the willow o'er the brook, 
Exalt once more that drooping form to joy ; 
Too long the lute of N or, with dying ſound, 
And melting lullaby thine eye hath drown'd ; 
The trump of Rarrum ſhould his voice employ ; 


The ſprightly Ervpuz rouſe his ſiſter Daxce, 
And bid thy cold heart glow with Lovx's romance, 


Thy lifted eyes 706 eloguently-mourn, - - 
Deep-ſwimming in the filent ſount of tears! 
And then thy voice ſo muſically lorn, 

<] Accuſing Farze's ioo cruel, cruel ſheers, 
Wakes all the ſoft emotions of my heart, 
That ſympathiſing fſain would ir impart. 


But grief for Spouſes laſts not Ladies long; 

Yet very poignant !—yes, though hort, tis flrong, 
When firſt the beſt of huſband's breathes his laſt : 
And if his al/ be left them !—what a ſtorm 

Of ſighs and tears their beauty to deform ! 

Grier ſeems as ever he would ride the blaſt, 


Yet 
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Yet ſoon, tis ſaid; the winds of Won are ſtill; 
And tears, from torrents, fink a prattling rill. 


Think what a pair of ſparkling eyes ate rhine, 
And do not drown their Cupids in the brine ; 
And think too on thy pretty dimpled cheek— 
Think of thy flaxen hair, whoſe beauties flow 
In broad luxuriance o'er thy breaſt of ſnow ; 
And think too of that ſoft and poliſh'd neck. 


Think of thy lips, that kiſſes can impart, . 
So ready from their ruby beds to ſtart ! 


Thus ſpeak moſe ße, « We till be kiſs d again.” 
And in the ſame ſweet faſcinating ſtrain, 
Thy poliſh'd boſom fays, © I will be preſs'd ;” 
And then thy cheek, the lovelieſt of our Iſle, 
Exclaims, „I vill reſume the cheerful ſmile, 
© My bloom /ba!! make ſome future lover bleſt,” 


O liſten to thy locks from faſhion hurI'd— 
© We will look chriſtian-like—we will be curl'd ;. 
© We zill not imitate a cow's firait tail :" 
Vor. IV. B b And 
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And then thy all-ſubduing taper waiſt, 

So full of rich defires, and then fo chafte, 
While others are ſo marvellouſly frail— 

6 I will be claſp'd by ſome ſmart ſwain, I ſay, 

Not, like a cabbage · ſtalk, be flung away,” 


Thy heart too ſpeaks ! © Though zo, alas! forlorn, 
There ſcems no reaſon for eternal ſighing: 

« Owl-Hike, à litile let me mope and mourn, 
But not be ever ſwelling, groaning, dying.“ 


Hark! from thy hand, which thou deſt wretched 
wring— 

* Give. me,” (a finger cries) © another ring.“ 

Oh! canſt thou hear it on ſuch wiſhes dwell, 

And not indulge it with the bagatelle ? 


Daughter of Grief, then hamper not thy charms, 
Who, really grown rebellious, pant for arms ; 

Give way then to the roving mutineers— 
And ſhouldſt thou ſay, Lord! who will rake em in? 
Truſt me, Pl entertain em, ev'ry ti 

My boſom's open to the pretty Dzars. 


ODE. 


* 
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O D E. 


PER deſcanteth on the precariouſneſs of Life, wiſheth to be at his 
own diſpoſal, and ſheweth no objection to an emendation of Na- 
TURE, | 

AH ! this our world's a world of ſad miſhaps ! 

Beſet with Dean's uncomfortable traps! 

Hard ſqueez'd we ſometimes get away to groan ? 

Now half the body's in the ſpiteful gin, 

And now th' unlucky tail, to make us prin, 

So that we dare not call our ſouls our ocon, 


I do not like entails ] hate controul— 

_ Jovs ' give me the fee ſimple of my ſoul; 
Around this ſyſtem let me range at eaſe, 
To ſtay, or quit it, whenſoe'er I pleaſe. 


Amid the wonders of CRRATox's field, 
Strange! that ExrsTexce ſhould to tries yield! 
Behold that promiſing Herculean Boy: 


B b 2 A Zephyr 
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A Zephyr on his infant cradle blows ; 
Lo! out at once Lirz's little candle goes, 
The flame too of a parent's hope and joy. 


Thus ſhall the poor mean ſolitary worm 
Kill, in the acorn's kind protecting cell, 
The ſmall oak-embryo, that had mock'd the ſtorm, 
And ſmil'd upon the ſulphur'd flaſh of hell; 
Had puſh'd its roots where EA s deep centre lies, 


And with its tow'ring branches brav'd the fkies. 


Tis a ftrange world we live in, to be ſure; | 
A world of wounds, I fear, without a cure ! 
Dux Nartvae ſeems a fad unnat'ral Mother : 
Methinks tis hard, one animal ſhould die, 
Groan out his laſt, and ever cloſe his eye, 

To treat with life and roſy health another. 


Tis ſtrange indeed! yet /rve, though paſſing Mange : 
Where er the foot or eye of man can range, 
This munching, mad, devouring ſyſtem reigns ! 
O could our mortal palate feed on roſes, 
As on their dainty effence, feed our noſes, 
This world were then a pleaſurable ſcene. 
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"Tis murder, murder, now, from morn to night ! 
Look at a ſimple act that yields delight— 

The Plonghman toiling through his fallow'd 

ground : N 

Happy he turns the glebe for vegetation— 
Yet in this ach how ma ny a harmleſs nation 

Of worms, poor reptiles, feel the grinding wound ! 
Whilſt rooks, and crows, and magpies, hop behind, 
Alert and greedy, gobbling all they find ! 


That tis a good world cannot be contended — 
I wiſh 'twere mended. 


B b 3 OSGAR's 
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ELeRID, the beautiful daughter of Ose AR, was a 
captive amongſt the Druids, and deſigned as a facrifice 
to the Gods.—Amidſ a ſtorm of thunder and light- 


ning, he goes to the Druid mountain, in order to pro- 


cure, by his ſupplications, and an offer of his own 
life on the altar, his daughter's liberty. 


OsGAR. 
Ye winds, that warring thus, around me rage, 
Ceaſe your rude thunders on the wretch who dies; 
Poor is the triumph o'er deſponding Ace, 
Whoſe energy is only in his fighs ! 


Ye forked lightnings that around me flame, 
Ye mark two languid eyes, that weep and pray; 
Once, once, like you, high-kindling ſhone their beam, 
Till Tims, and dark MisroxruxE, dimm'd their | 
ray. 
Forbear, 
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Forbear, alas ! to thwart my way forlorn, 
Wet with the falling tears of fondeſt love; 

For life, I hear a captive DavcuTER mourn, - 
And court compaſſion from the Druid grove. 


My feebly bending foxm, and ſcanty hair, 
Grown white with grief, my tender cauſe ſhould 
plead ; | 
Wake a ſmall pity on my deep deſpair, 
And bid the Druids ſtay the bloody deed. . 


If, on their hearts, my ſorrows nought avail, 
What, without ELT RID, life, poor life, endears ? 
Then kill me—then 'tis Mercy lulls the wail, 


Of one who counts the moments by his tears. 


To the Druids. 
SEERS of high knowledge, lo, a grief-worn man, 
Whoſe only daughter is his ſoul's delight! 
For her a father woe-begone and wan, 
With horror darkens e'en the ſhade of night. 


FaTHERs of virtue, why this long delay? 
O lead your willing victim to the ſhrine: 
Quick let me cloſe theſe eyes upon the day, 


That, ELrRIp, ligat may beam for years on thine. 
Bb4 Haſte 
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Haſte with the knife of fate, ye Druid bands ; 
And thus, my daughter's priſon- door unbar: 


Forbear to bind with cords my wither'd hands 
To. ruggle, were with ELezip's. life to mar. 


Her eye will drop a pearl on OsGar's tomb; 

Her ſighs be balm where'er my urn is laid 

Thoſe let her give, and I will bleſs my doom; 
I aſk po happier offering to my Shade. 


FarnzE xs of knowledge, why this long delay? 

Speak, am] not a victim for yon ſphere ? 

When from your holy mandates did I ſtray . 
And drew from VIxrux's wounded eye the tear? 


When did I ceaſe your temples to adore ? 
Or view'd unaw'd the Druid's ancient fire; 
Theſe rocks, theſe Idols, I cantels'd their pow'r, 
And rey'rent ſung their wonders to my lyre, 


When was the faith of OsGar known to fail ? 

What injur'd ſpirits of my flights complain? 
What ſpectre, midſt the thunders of the gale, 

Qu Ospax moupnful call'd, and call'd in vain ? 
x} Fave 
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Have I not walk'd with many a ſheeted ghoſt, 
Midſt the dread filence of the midnight gloom ; 

On moonlight mountains met the haggard hoſt, 
How wild! with all their horrors from the tomb? 


Shrunk Pzxuxy, as crawling from the grave, 
Ne'er left with ſorrowing downcaſt eye my door: 

Thanks to the Gods, who wealth to Os6ar gave, 
And taught its happy worth, to help the Poo, 


A daughter's virtues are my only boaſt } 
A ſweet fimplicity, unſpoil'd by art: 
Lo, with my Exrärp's life, a world is loſt ! 


All, all forſakes me, hut a breaking heart. 


O ſpare the terrors of a blameleſs Maid ; 
And let my /#ferings her dear days prolong : 
O! be zhefe limbs along your altar laid; 


Oer bleeding Os6az hymn the victim's ſong. 


The ſigh that wafts the parting ſoul away, 
Retires from o7hers with unwilling flight— 
With jay, my ſpirit ſhall deſert its clay, 
And bleſs you Davis for the crucl rite. 
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| Let not myBivnry ſee my blood-Rain'd hair, 
Nor cheek ſo pale, which ſaves her precious breath; 
A ſcent ſo fad, her gentle nature ſpare: 
: Her wounded heart, ſo ſoft, would weep to death. 


Yet would my ELyzd ſee no frown appear, 

As ſullen, ſorrowing for the loſs of life: 
PIFteach my languid cheek a ſmile to wear, 

And ſhow its triumph in the tender ſtrife. 


Enough of woe, her drooping ſtrength will prove, 
When cold beneath the lonely turf I lie: 

The bleeding hiſt'ry of a parent's love, 
Will often dim the cryſtal of her eye. 


Ye Gods! when dead, permit my ghoſt to roam, 
Peace to her turtle boſom to impart ; 

To guard from pining thought her tender bloom, 
And ſnatch from Won's o'erwhelming floods her 


heart. 


Thus, thus, attendant be my watchful ſhade, 
Till Fate, commanding, ſeal her dove-like eyc; 
Then let me fondly claſp my darling Maid, 
And add another glory to your iky. 
4 r O deal 
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O deal the blow, and ExrRID's form releaſe!— 


He ſaid - the melting Druids heard his pray r; 


Rever'd his virtues, bade him go in peace, 
And to a father's fondneſs gave the Fair. 
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Lo, the pride of the village is dead! 
Lo, the bloom of our vale is no more ! 

Now Sorrow fits dumb in the ſhade, 
Where RarTurE oft carol'd before. 


Like the Morn, ſhe enliven'd the groves ; 
Like the Summer, gave life to the ſwain ; 
For her ſmile was the ſeat of the Loves, 
And her voice the ſweet ſong of the plain 


O Dera, divine is thy name 
Thy merits we all ſhall revere ; 
„ We ſhall dwell with delight on thy fame, 
And think of thy loſs with a tear. 


Ev'n 
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Ev'n our children ſhall liſp in thy praiſe ! 
Their Inſtructreſs ſhall Inxocexce be; 
Who their little ambition ſhall raiſe, 
To reſemble a Fair-one like Thee. 
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Though lodg'd in a Church- yard fo drear, 
Which the yew- tree ſurrounds with its gloom; 

Thy virtue a /n ſhall appear, | 
And thy graces be florw'rs on thy tomb. 
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MAD RI CAL 


How feet is every ſhepherd's ſong! 
How fair the vows that load his tongue | 
His ſoul with every ſigh expires, 

His boſom flames with furious fires ! 


'This ev'ry day we ſeem to ſee ; 
But when will Lovz and Txura agree? 


When ſpiders, for the harmleſs fly, 
In filent ambuſh ceaſe to lie ; 
When foxes keen with poultry play, 
And from the lambkin run away ; 


Then may the world with wonder ſee, 
That Love and Tnurx at laſt agree, 


- SONG, 
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WHEN firſt my Shepherd told his tale, 
He droop'd and languiſh'd, look'd and ſigh'd; 
Good Heav'n,” thought I, and then turn'd pale, 


© How often men for love have died!“ 


Then pond'ring well, thought I again, 
* "Tis pity kill fo ſweet a ſwain !” 


With ſach a warmth my hand he preſt, 
My heart was fill'd with wild alarms, 
That bouncing, bouncing at my breaſt, 
Cry'd, © Take poor Colix to your arms.“ 
And then my tongue began its ſtrain, 
© 'Tis pity kill fo ſweet a ſwain!” 


a Now 
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Now Wisnxs riſe, his cauſe to plead, 
The mutineers, in ſaucy bands, 
And roar, © For ſhame to ſtrike him dead, 
And have a murder on your hands !” 
* W1snzs, you're right,” quoth I, * tis plain 
* What then? bat then ! 1 ſav'd the ſwain.” 


ODE 
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ODE 


e 


O THOU, bright Ruler of the day, 

To whom unnumber'd millions pray, 
And, kneeling, deem thee all divine; 

Eternal foe of inky Nicurt, 

Who putteſt all her imps to flight, 
Receive the Pozr's grateful line. 


I own I love thy early beam, 
That gilds the hill and vale and ſtream, 
And trees and cots and rural ſpires; 
And, happy, mid the vallics' ſong, 
1 liſten to the minſtrel throng, | 
And, thankſul, hail thy genial fires. 
Vol. IV. Cc 
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Yet lo, the Lords of this huge place * 

Care not three ſtraws for thy bright face, 

\ | Nay, thy riclf lady With curſes load; 
When thou gett'ſt up, they go to bed; 
And when the nightcap's on 2% head, 

They Rare, and flit like owls abroad, 


1 
OY 


Yes, yes, indeed they oft proteſt 

That thon'rt a moſt intruding beaſt ; 
And lo, in triumph thus they ſay, 

*« 'Behold our Navy, Britain's pride! 

** From pole to pole our veſſels glidſe, 
- 8 dall as fafe by night as day. 


b. 


8 201 vib 1 1 ID b 
* Want we a fruit, of flavour fine 2” 


Exclaim the Grpar—* behold, the pine 
* Is « bejter warm d by coal and tan: 
« Not ev n to one exotic plant 
« The fl T taſt — 
e un a perfect ta . 


Deny the Aubborn moet, who « can ? * 


The Fodymen too, with winking e ches, 
Abuſe thy journey up the Ried; BY 
Mcfiears Poiillons, N que Cooks— 


7 London. N. | ft A0 
Content 
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Content to lie a-bed all day, 
They hate, alas ! thy riſing ray, 
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Vex'd to hein houſes to be drin, 
The Gaar retire from routs, their heav'n, 
And break up in © horrid paſſion, 
And cry, © In times of old, indeed, 
«© The taſteleſs world a ſun might need, 
* But now the fool is out of faſhion. 
 Thinc rot dw nalin vm MOA 4 
* About his buſineſs let him go,” 
„And light on other ſyſtems tlitow, 
e Fidgars !' that never wax-lights . f 
« Nay, while a mutton- light remains, 
« Afun with us no credit gains, ö; 
6 But en to ev'ry farthing candle.” 
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388 rtDbARIANA. 
Tur QUEEN or FRANCE ro nzx CHILDREN, 
Ju before her Execution. 
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AN, ELEGIAC BALLAD. 


* 


— 


FROM my priſon with joy could I go, 
And with ſmiles meet the ſavage decree, 
Were it only to.fleep from my woe, 
Since the grave holds no terors for me. 


But from you, O my children, to part: 1 
Oh! a coward I melt at my doom; 
Ye draw me to earth, and my heart 
Sighs for life, and ſhrinks back from the tomb. 


Lift, liſt not to CALuxxx's lie, 
For I know not of guilt and its fears; 
And when at my fate ye will ſigh, 


My ghoſt ſhall rejoice in your tears, 
Ia 
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Dear babes of my boſom, adieu! 


May the cloud 
open a 
14 


And 
19124 


In bleſſings, ah! take my laſt breath ! 
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WHO WISHED NOT TO BE ADMIRED. 


AH, fooliſh Dexra ! fince you hate 

That people of your charms ſhould prate ; 
Give me that face, that air divine, 

And in exchange accept of nine. 


Thus ſhall J gain my heart's deſire, 


i ( 

And ſet a raptur'd world on fire N 
You'll too be pleas'd, (no longer doubt ye) 

As folks won't ſay one word about ye. 1 

1 
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DEARPULTLIDA, do not my paſſion deſpiſe; 
Ah! wherefore diſdain all my vows and my ſighs ? 
Can cruelty dwell with the dove ? 
O PurLLiipa, think not I mean to deceive ; 
Whatever I tell thee, with ſafety believe; 
For Tzvra is the daughter of Love. 
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Of beauty and grace thou haſt got ſuch a ſtore ; 
The eye that beholds thee, at once muſt adore ; 
Nor wiſh from thine altar to rove : 
Diſtruſt not, I beg thee, the pow'r of thy ſmile; 
The Swain who now wooes thee, is void of all 
guile ; 
And Tzurn is the daughter of Love. 
145 


cC 04 Yet, 


„ roma 

Yet, Pn, let me confeſs in thine ear, 

IT would fly from thy charms, which ſo much I reyere, 
But their magic forbids me to move: 

And yet, as inconflancy governs the Fa1s, 

Perhaps thou mayſt ſmile, and thus end my deſpair ; 
Horx too is the daughter of Love. 
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RENCH, TASTE. 


Tis laughable to ſee a Frenchman ſwell; 

Proud of his tragic Idol, PIRRRR CoxxRILLx, 
Baptiz d, forſooth, LER GRAND | 

But our fop neighbours ſee things with ffrange eyes! 

Alas! SusLMITY ne'er left her ſkies, 


To take a Frenchman by the hand, 


It is, indeed, a very diff rent Dux 
A meretricious, noiſy Laſs, I ween ; 
A bouncing Gianteſs, with eyes of flame, 
And ſuch a daring and Meduſa mien! 
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Trick'd 


PINDARIANA., — 


% ATATAATHIT 


Trick'd out in flaunting lace, and ſtiff brocade, 
With cabbage-roſes loaded, glaring, vaſt ! 
Such is the Frenchman's ſong-inſpiring Maid; 
The name of this bold BrobMgnag, Bousasr. 


SosLnuTY's a ſweet, majeſtic Fair : 
So ſimple in her form, and ſpeech, and paces ; 
Bo elegant het manners and Herfait—* ** | 


A Jvxo dreſs d by all the eaſy Gzacss, 
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AN AN ACcRKFORN TTT! 


COME hither—pr'ythee haſte, old Tims, 
And ſee what joys amongſt us reign ; 
The bottle, Mustc, girls, and rhime, 

And Frx1txpsnie's ſoul, delight the ſcene. 


Then hither pr'ythee, Tire, repair, 
And taſte the pleaſures, Gops ſhould fare, 


The Tuſcan juice profuſely flows; 
We fing of Lovx, and DxLIA's charms; 
When Moxzx1xs warns us to repoſe, 
WAN We claſp a fav'rite in our arms. 
Then hither, &c. 


395 P INDARIANA. * 
Ah, could our joys for ever laſt ! 
But, Tie, thy minutes fly too faſt : 
Yet wouldſt thou paſs one evening here, 
Thou'dft make each hour a thouſand year. 
Then hither, c. 
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VE orxTL Saumks, give over ſighs, 
To gain regard in ladies' eyes, 
And make them doat upon ye; 
For Lovn has long been kick'd to door, 
Becauſe the little God is poor— . 
Who's welcome without money ? 


Try, gentil Sirs, a diff” rent ſcheme ; ] 
For truly 'tis an idle dream 

To woo with words of honey : 
Change (if ye wiſh heir hearts to fix) 
Your hearts into a coach and fix, 

And coin your fighs to money! 


or 
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LONE:Mixsrazs. of the moonlight hour, 
Who charmꝭſt the ſilent liſt'ning plain, 
A hapleſs PiLeRM treads thy bow'r, 
To hear thy ſolitary firazn. 


How foothing is the ſong of woe, 

To me, whom Love hath doom'd to pine 
For, mid thoſe ſounds that plaintive flow, 

I hear n ſorrows mix with thine, 
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My Lapr's Houſe· keeper— ſtiff, dry, and ſage, 
Quoting old proverbs oſt, with much formality: 
A pair of flannel cheeks compos'd her face; 
Red were her eyes, her noſe of ſnipe-bill race, | 
Which took a deal of ſnuff, of Scottiſh quality. 


Her ſmall prim mouth bore many a hairy ſprig, - 
Reſembling much the briſtles on a pig : 

She likewiſe held a handſome length of chin, 
Tapering away to ſharpneſs like a pin. 
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Her teeth ſo * much doniy beſpake, 
As every other tooth her mouth had fled ; 


Thus, when ſhe e grinn'd, they ſeem'd a garden-rake, 
Or ſheep's bones planted round a flow'ret bed. 


Her hair ('clep'd carrots by the Wirs) was red, 
Sleek comb'd upon a roll around her head; 
Mortorir doll a bg verpthlo® bibind— © \ 


No wanton ringlets waving in the wind [ 


Upon her head a {mall mob-cap ſhe plac'd, 

Of lawn fo ſtiff, with large flow'r'd ribbon grac'd, 
Yeilept a knot and bridle, in a bow, | | 
| Of ſearlet Haming, | her long chin below. 


A goodly formal kandkerchief of lawn, 

Around her ſcraggy neck, with parchment ſkin, 
Was fair and ſmooth, with ſtarch precifion drawn, 
So that no prying eye might peep within. 


Yet had it peep'd, it had eſpied no ſwell, 
No lovely ſwell no more than on a cat; 

For, lo! was Dixan's neck ( grieve to tell) 
As any tombſtone, or a flounder, flat, 

we IY | | Now 
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Now on this handkerchief fo ſtarch and white, 
Was pinn'd a Barcelona, black and tight. 


— py” x 


A wo broad-banded apron, rather ſhort, 
Surrounded her long waiſt, with formal port. 


On week-days were black worſted mittens worn; 
Black ſilk, on Sundays, did her arms adorn. 


Long, very long, was Miſtreſs Dixan's waiſt ; 
The ſtiff ſtay high before, for reaſons chaſte; 


A ſcarlet petticoat ſhe gave to view 
With a broad plaited back ſhe wore a gown, 
Of ſtuff}, of yellow oft, and oft of brown, 
And oft a damaſk, well beflow'r'd with blue. 
Moreover, this ſame damaſk gown, or ſtuff, 
Had a large ſleeve, and a long ruffle cuff. 


Black worſted ſtockings on her legs ſhe wore ; 

Black leather ſhoes too, which ſmall buckles bore, d 
Compos'd of ſhining ſilver, alſo ſquare, 
Holding a pretty antiquated air, 


ou. IV. D d Sbrill 


402 PINDARIANA. 


Shrill was her voice, that whiſtled through her beard; 
And tunes, at times, were moſt diſcordant heard, 
Harſh grating on poor Jonx the Footman's car: 
Harſh grating on the cars of Houſe-maids vo, 
Poſtillion eke, who curs'd her for a ſhrew, 
And Kitchen-wench, whom Mis' x v taught to ſtvear, 


All, all but Ixnv, felt her pow'rſul tongue, 
Whoſe happier ear was ſooth'd by ſcpeeter ſong. 


No company but Jzav's did the keep, _ 
In horſe-fleſh, and a coach, profoundly deep ; ; 
My Lady's Coachman, ſtout, and young, and 
ruddy ; 
Great friends were they !—full oft indeed together, 
They walk'd, regardleſs of the wind and weather, 
So pleas'd each other's happineſs to ſtudy. 


For FxrexDsnty, to a Zephyr ſinks a florm— 
Turns to a pigmy, Dangzr's giant form— 
Nought caſts a dread on FxikxDSHIr's ſteady eye 
Thus did the couple ſeek the darkeft grove, 
Where SILENCE, and ſweet MgpiTATION, rove ; 
Where Sor, intruſive, was forbid to pry. 
Greatly 
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Greatly in ſeutences did ſhe delight, 
So pious ! putting people in the right ; 

And often in the pray'r-book would ſhe loox 
Where matrimony was much thumb'd indeed, 
Becauſe ſhe oft'neſt here Gop's word did read, 

The ſweeteſt page in all the bleſſed book. 


All on the Bible too did Dix Ak pore, 

Where chaſte Susaxxa nearly was a wh—, 
By wicked ELp ERS almoſt overcome: 

King Dav1y's actions too did Dix ant read, 

A Man of God's own heart—but call'd indeed, 
A wicked fornicating rogue by ſome. 


of Sor oo, admir'd ſhe much the Song; 

Could read the Monarch's wiſdom all day long 
And where's the wonder! lo, the gallant Jew, 
Of mortal hearts, the great queen Paſſion knew: 
Thus ſung he of the ſparrow and the dove, 
And pour'd inſtruction through the voice of Love. 


John Bunyan read ſhe too, and Kempis Tom, 
Who plainly ſhew'd the way to kingdom-come. 
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So modeſt was ſhe, ſhe got turn'd away 

Svsan the kitchen-wench, for harmleſs play 
With Diex the Driver—likewiſe harmleſs Dics, 

Becauſe he took from Susax's lips a kits, 

- Becauſe too, SUsAN gave him up the bliſs, 

Without a ſcream, u faint- fit, or a kick. 


If Jonn the Footman's eye on Lucy leer'd, 
My Lady's Maid, ſhe watch'd him like a cat; 
And if the flighteſt word of Love ſhe heard, 
Quiek in the fire indeed was all the fat— 
Off were the couple trundled—man and maid— 
Jonx for a rogue, and Luer for a jade. 


If e'er ſhe heard of ſome forſaken Laſs, 
Who loſt, by dire mithap, her maiden fame, 
At once ſhe eall'd her trollop, minx of braſs, 
Strumpet, and ev ry coarſe opprobrious name. 


Sm F was the mercy Dix ax kept in ſtore 
Bos ful ficſh——the fmallef for a wh—. 


So modeft Drx.an !. if ſhe ſaw two cats 
Ogling and pawing with their pretty pats, 
. Kiſſing and ſquinting love, with friſking hops; 
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Fir'd at the action, what would Dix an do? 
Slip. down her hand, and ſlily take her ſhoe, 
Then launch in thunder at their am'rous chops. 


With Pigeons twas the ſame, and other birds 
All who made love, came in for bitter words ; 
Poor ſimple ſouls, amidſt the genial ray, 
Whom ſimple Narva call'd to ſimple play; 
But Dinan call'd it vile adz/teration, 
A wicked, impudent abomination. 


It happen'd on a day, that grievous cries, 
By Dix A pour'd, created great ſurpriſe 
III, very ill, in bed, alas! ſhe lay: 
A dreadful Colic—her good Lady wept, 
Gave her rich cordials—to her bedſide crept, 
When Dinan begg'd that ſhe would go away. - 


Down went my Lady to the parlour ſtrait, 
Fearful that Divan ſoon would yield to fate; 
And full of ſorrow as my Lady went, 

Sighs for her Maid's recov'ry, back ſhe ſent. 
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Lo, Doctor PzsTLE comes to yield relief— 
He feels her pulſe—is ſolemn, fage, and brief; 
Preſcribeth for the Colic—nought avails ; 
On Divan, lo, the dire diſorder gains ; 
Stronger and faſter flow the colic pains, 

Fear, trembling, paleneſs, ev ry ſoul aſſails. 


** Poor Dixan ]“ ſighs each mouth around the room, 
Join'd to a length ' ning face of dread and gloom. 


At laſt, poor Dinan pours a death-like groan— 
A ghoſtly terror ſeizeth ev'ry one: 
My Lavr hears the cry, alas! below— 
She ſends for Doctor PesTLE—PEesTLE ſtrait 
Runs to my Lady“ Doctor, what's her fate? 
c« Speak, is it death, dear Doctor, yes, or no?“ 


Not deu, but life, (cries PzsTLE) forc'd that ſquaw! ; 
* A little Jxnu's come to light, that's all,” 


14 
8 - : 


; . * * 
f , 
: £ * © " 


Tp 


PINDARIANA, 


10 [ 
| 5 | | +] 
iH E O'E: 1 
LET Soxxow ſeek her native night, 1100 
For why ſhould mortals court the tear? : $00 
Joy, Joy ſhould wing each moment's flight, 1 
And Eco nought but rapture hear. 4 "0h 
PI gather wiſdom from the dove, | [ | 
And make my life a life of love. BY: || 
While YouTa fits ſparkling in thine eyes, Wit | 
And lips are rich with many a kiſ; 10 
Aloud the voice of NaTukE cries, [| 7 
« I form'd thoſe charms alone for bliſs : N 11 
*& Go, Nxuru, learn wiſdom from my dove, | i | 
* And be thy life a life of love,” 1 [| 
| 
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OLD SPIDER, 


A FABLE. 


IN this original and beautiful fable, the Pozr al- 
ludeth to the arts of Men, who, by flattery, &c. are 
conſtantly laying ſnares for Imzocencs, The Baxo, 
moreover, ſheweth that Prubuxct a ae at the 
auen of a our wege a 


Freſh was the breath of morn—the Buſy breeze, 
As Poxrs tell us, whiſper'd through the trees, 


And ſwept the dew-clad blooms with wing ſo light; 
3 PacBrs 
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Pnezvs got up, and made a blazing fire, 


That gilded every country houſe and ſpire, 
And ſmiling, put on his beſt looks ſo bright. 


On this fair morn, a Se1DER who had ſet, 

To catch a breakfaſt, his old waving net, 

With curious art upon a ſpangl'd thorn ; 

At length, with gravely-ſquinting, longing eye, 

Near him efpied a pretty, plump, young fly, 
Humming her little oriſons to morn, 


* Good morrow, dear Miſs Fry,” quoth gallant 
GrrM— N 
4 Good morrow, Sir,” reply'd Miſs FLr to him 
„ Walk in, Miſs, pray, and ſee what I'm about:“ 
te I'm much oblig'd t'ye, Sir,” Miſs Fry rejoin'd, 
My eyes are both ſo very good, I find, 
« That I can plainly fee the whole, without.” 


% Fine weather, Miſs” “ Yes, very, very fine,” 

Quoth Miſs—*< prodigious fine indeed: | 

But why ſo coy ?” quoth Gr1m, © that you decline 
* To put within my bow'r your pretty head? 

| * "Tis 
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* "Tis ſimply this,” | L 
Quoth cautious Miſs, 

« 1 fear you'd like my pretty head ſo well, 

* You'd keep it for yourſelf, Sir—who can tell ?” 


© Then let me ſqueeze your lovely hand, my dear, 
And prove that all your dread is fooliſh, vain,” — 
ow I've a fore finger, Sir, nay more, I fear 


« You really would not let it go again.” 


& Poh, poh, child, pray diſmiſs your idle dread; 
c I would not hurt a hair of that ſweet head | 
+ Well, then, with one kind kiſs of friendſbip meet 


Ti | 
me : | 
& La, Sir,“ quoth Mis, with ſeeming artleſs tongue, 
4 tear our ſalutation would be long; 
So loving, too, I fcar that you would eat me,” 


So ſaying, with a ſmile the leſt the rogue, 
To weave more lines of death, and play for prog. 
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WHEN Love and Taurn together play'd, 


So cheerful was the Shepherd's ſong ! 
How happy, too, the rural Maid 

How light the minutes wing'd along ! 
But Love has left the fighing vale, 
And Turk no longer tells her tale. 


Sly ſtealing, ſee, from ſcene to ſcene, 
The watchful JzaLovsy appear; 
And pale DisTzusT with troubl'd mien, 
The rolling eye, and liſt 'ning ear ! 
For Lovx has left the ſighing vale, 
And Turn no longer tells her tale, 
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Ah! ſhall we ſee no more the hour, 
That wafted rapture on its wing ? 
With murmurs ſhall the riv'Iet pour, 
That prattſ d from its cryſtal ſpring ? 
Yes, yes, while Love forſakes the vale, 
And Tnurn no longer tells her tale. 
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C H LO E. 


FIVE thouſand years have roll'd away, 
And yet ten thouſand blockheads ſay, 

«« O Pleaſure, thou'rt the devil: 
While NaTuxE bids them joy embrace, 
They fling the bleſſing in her face; 

Now this is moſt uncivil! 


But I'm not one of thoſe, (thank heav'n ) 


Ingratitude was never giy'n 
To my good heart I'm ſure ; 
Would Cxroz yield a thouſand kiſſes, 
Upon my knees I'd ſeize the bliſſes, 
And beg a thouſand more, 
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TOA 
COUNTRY '89UIRE 


ON THE EVE OF HIS MARRIAGE. 


GREAT 'Savins | you are now upon the eve of 
marriage, 
And, O great Saumx, I know you are a bog i 
Indeed ſo fad a brute in all your carriage, 
You'll freely give your wife up for a dog. 


This day will yield a Farx-OxR to your arms, 
Whoſe dow'r are all the Virtues, and her charms. 


Forc'd 
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Forc'd by the frown of Povzrry to wed, 
With deep regret, I ſee th'unwilling Fam 

Dragg'd from her Lover, to thy hated bed— 
Sold by a cruel Parent to Dgsrarn : 


Sec her deck'd out by gariſh, idle Arr, 
To captivate thy vulgar, ſavage heart, 

And live a TrRANT's. f/ave—a ſervile wife! 
How like the victim lamb, in ribbons dreſt, 
Led from its vale and ſport, ſo lately bleft, 

To loſe its ſweetly inoffenſive life! 


ATI 


Now, 'Squire, I'll tell you how 'twill be ere long 
(O could the thunder of the Poet's ſong, 
Preventing, daſh thine iron cheek with ſhame !) 


1 
i 
10 
1 
f 


Thou'lt quarrel with her virtues, peerleſs beauty! 
Bid her, * like ſpaniels, underſtand her duty;“ 
Uphraid her with the want of wealth and name. 


Wilt ſay ſhe came a bergar to thy houſe ; 

That through mere charity thou took'ſt her ia; 
Tell her ſhe © crawls about thee like a louſe, 
1G Eternally a torment to thy ſkin.” 
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That, when to-tbee the beauteous Map was brought, 
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How dares thy fancy nurſe the lying thought 5 - 
Ho durſt, alas! thy villain tongue declare, 


Thy offer: d hand with honour cloath'd the Fain? 


Know, with the virtues of the charming Map, 
Know, with her beauties thou'rt too well repaid; - 
Ev'n by a fmile, that all our envy draws: 

Ah! when the yielded to thy lips her kiſs, 
And boſom yields thee, (too ſublime a bliſs !) 
The luckleſs VIneix barters gems for firaws. 


At length thou'lt leave her for a wench—thy Cook ; 
She will enjoy thy caſh, and love-clad look; 

The turnſpit-baſtards, to thine eye be dear— 
Thy Wirx, with ſweetneſs bordering on divine, 
Pale wretch ! in ſecret ſolitude ſhall pine, 

Mourn to the wind, and drop the ſilent tear. 


To heav'n, for help, ſhe lifts the brimful eye! 
Kind Hzav's reſumes the gift its bounty gave 

With happy heart thou hear'ſt the parting ſigh, 
And drunken, madding, danceſt oer her grave. 


Thy 


#1 NDAREANK. | 417 
Thy Cook-wench ſoon becomes thy proper mate, 
And leaves thee ſoon for lads who clean thy ſtables ; 
Noſes thee, pulls thine ears, and pounds thy pate, 
And, with much juſtice, on thee turns the tables. 


_ 


Ma'am Coox ſhall oft contrive to fee thee ſkipping, 
To hide thee from her rage, from room to room: 
Urg'd by a ladle-ful} of broth or dripping; 
Or by the ſtrong perſuaſions of the broom; 


To plague a little more thine aching head, 

And keep thee, mournſul devil, upon thorns ; 
Shall take thy own Poſtillion to her bed, 

And, threat'ning, dare thee once to mention horns. 
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WHERE is the Nymph of Sardi's green domain, 
The Nymph, whom every Bard of Perſia ſings ? 
To find the wand'rer out, and ſoothe my pain, 


Sweet bird of morn, to Mirza lend thy wings. 


But wherefore feek the Nymph of Sardi's vale, 
Who ſullen flies where Horar's waters roll ; 
Scorns all my plaints, that mourn along the gale, 
And ſcorns the ſurge of grief, that ſinks my foul ? 


1 4 Ah 
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Ah! can that cheek where Beauty's ſummer dwells, 
Retain a ſmile, whilſt Mrrza's ſorrows flow? 
Ah ! can that heart, that every ſoftneſs ſwells, 
Forbear to heave on Mtzza's ſongs of woe? 


Come, like the morn, pure virgin of delight, 


And, bluſhing, chaſe the cloud of Mrrza's fears: 
Come, like the ſun upon the dews of night, 
And with thy radiance, ſmile away my tears, 
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HAWKING, 
EIT TL 4-D. 


MADE AT FALCONERS HALL, YORKSHIRE, 


CoME, ſportſmen, away the morning how fair ' 

To the wolds, to the wolds, let us quickly repair ; 

Bold Txoxper* and LicutTxinNG® are mad for the 
Same, 

And Darn and the Drvræq are both in a flame. 


See, Backers, a Kite -a mere ſpeck in the ſky— 
Zounds ! ont with the owl—lo, he catches his eye 
Down he comes with a ſweep—be unhooded cach 

Hawk; ü 
Very ſoon will they both to the Gentleman talk. 


124 FY 2 74 2 4 
Names of two Hawks. + Names of Hawks. 
+ The Head Falconer. of 
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They're at him—he's off —now they're o'er him 
again: 

Ah ! that was a ſiroke—ſee ! he drops to the plain— 

They rake him—they tear him—he flutters, he cries, 

He ſtruggles, he turns uphis talons, and dies. 


Sec, a Magpie! let fiy—how he flutters au ſham- 


bles ! 
How he chatters, poor — now he darts to the 


brambles: 
Out again—overtaken—his ſpirits now flag— 
Flip ! he gives up the ghoſt—good night Miſter Mag. 


Lo, a Heron ! let looſe—how he pokes his long neck, 


And darts, with what vengeance, but * his 


beak ! 
Egad, he ſhifts well—now he feels a death-wound, 


And, with Twoxpzr and TO, rolls — 


to 2 ound. 


Thus we Falconers ſport now homewards we ſtray, 
To fight o'er the bottle, the wars of the day: 

And in honour, at night, of the chace and its charms, 
dink ſweetly to reſt, with a Dove in our arms. 
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wh Prvan proteſteth againſt Phyſic. , 
n | | 
IWEEF 3 of W 5 3 2 forightly mien, 
Who, vagrant, playſul, on the hills art ſeen, 
E'er Sol, illumines the grey world below ; 
Now, doe- like, ſkipping wild from vale to vale, 
Enamour d of the rills and freſh'ning gale 


2006 


From whoſe mild wing the ſtreams of fragrance 
flow. 


O! midſt thoſe hills and vales contented firay— 7 
Thou wilt be ruin'd if thou com ſt away 
Doctors too much like man-traps lie in wait— 


They'll | 
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They'll tell thee, beauteous Nymen, ten thouſand 
1 5 
That they can mend thy bloom, and ſparkling eyes— 
Avoid, avoid, my dear, the dangerous bait. 


Like the firff woodcock of the year, 01 94] 
The inſtant that he dares appear, 

The country's up to kill him—dog and gun! 1 
So when thou ſhoweſt, NU, thy roly face,” — 7 
I ſee at once an Æſculapian chace; 


And, oh! if caught, thou wilt not find it fun. 


Lo, this proclaims he vendeth at his ſhop 
Rich immortality in his dear drop; 
Another dire impoſtor, bawling louder, 
Swears that it lodges only in his potuder. 


Theſe raggamuffins have the name of Qzack, 
Prepar'd to put thy beauties on the rack— 

But then, the Regulars /—ay, what are they? | 
The Regulars, my love, are Gentlemen, 
Whom very juſtly nine in ten, 

I with an eye of no ſmall dread ſurvey. 


E e 4 The 


444 PANDARIANA, 

The Regulars in phyſic, I'm afrad. 

And all th" irregulars who-ply the trade, + 

Are juſt like men that form an army 

Whichever at you liſts his gun, alas! 

Will ſoon convince you what muſt come to paſs— 
The ſhot will very comfortably warm he. 


Indeed, the only dift'rence will be this, 
Nor Quack nor Regular the mark will ie; 
The art of killing they are all ſo pat in; 
On broken Engliſh, fate by-that you ſeek ; 
By this, upon the wings of mongrel Greek, 
And pye-hald Latin. 


Then once mare let me bid thee, blooming Lass, 
To keep, like Babylon's great King, at graſs, 
And thou wilt find it not an idle notion : 
'Tis fair, that I ſhould try to ſave thy life— 
And know that DzarTu is never half fo rife, 
As when the country ſwarms with pill and potion, : 


O blooming WAN D'RER of the breezy hills, 
Beware then of thoſe potions and thoſe pills— 
Be kiſſes all thy phyſic, roſe-lipp'd HEALTH; 
64 + Kiſſes, 
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Kiſſes, my caſy naſtrum, ne'er are rife, 


For ever pregnant, lovely Nymen, with fe, | 


And feeeter when they are enjoy'd by fealth. 


I've built a neat ſnug cottage on the plain— 
Pr'ythee drop in ſome evening on thy ſivain, 
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CHLOE, I live, and live for thee alone: 
Truſt me, there's nought worth living for, beſide : 
Nought for thine abſence, CaLoe, can atone, 
Though Pacpus ſhines, and Nature pours her 
pride. 


Lo, full of innocence the lambkins bleat ; 
The brooks in ſweeteſt murmurs purl along; 
The lark's, the linnet's voices too, are ſweet 


But what are theſe to CHLOR's tuneful tongue? 


With ev'ry balm, the breath of ZETrUurR blows; 
But thine can yield a thouſand times more bliſſes: 


I own the fragrance of the bluſhing roſe, 
But, ah! how faint to balm of Caror's kiſles ! 
Ye 
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Ye Gods! I mark thy frown, and ſcornful eye, 
And now thy bridling chin of ſcorn J fee: 

And now I hear thee, ſo contemptuous, cry, 
« What are my kiſſes, ſaucy Swain, to thee ?” 


True, deareſt CyHLot—yet each kiſs divine, 
Which dwelleth on thy lips ſo very teazing, 


Would quickly change its nature were it mine, 


And rapt'rous proye—fuperlatively pleaſing ! 


Lovs is a generous Gon, and 'tis his pleaſure | 
To ſee the gold he gives, in circulation— 

Then ceaſe to hoard ſuch quantities of — 
And be afraid to put him in a paſſion, 


Thy beauties ſnould the angry God divide, 
And throw amongſt thy ſex, twould be alarming ; 


And not a little mortify thy pride, 
To meet, dear CRLor, ev'ry woman charming. 


ODE. 
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PrxrER praiſeth Conſtancy, 


Tir unſteady mind is my abomination ; . 
I curſe the whiffling and inconſtant paſſion : 
From me, dear CoxnsTAncy, don't, don't depart— 
T love the cooing turtle and her mate —-—- 
The Proteus MurakIILI T I hate — | 
A Demon when he holds the human heart; 


A flutt'ring ſtraw, to wander ſo inclin'd 3 
Keeping the company of ev'ry wind. 


Old cuſtoms let us not exchange for new ; 
They fit ſo cafy—juſt like an old ſhoe : 
And let us not, as though from Wispou's ſchools, 
Fancy our foreſathers were arrant fools. 
4 E'en 
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Een in religious matters, folks love change; { 
Scheming new roads to heav'n, they wildly range 1, 
Hunting with noſes all fo keen, about: 
T like an honeſt conſtancy 1n ſouls, 
In ſpite of intere/?, that our race controuls, 
Turning, like pudding-bags, men inſide out. 


In Ireland, not long ſince, th' unlucky CarrI x, 
And that ſad plague, call'd MuxkxAix, had a battle ; 
When Mvxxain proy'd a moſt victorious foe— 
For Rax and Ews, 'Sevirs BuLL, and Mapant Cow, 
And luſty MisTER Boar, and MisrRRESsS Sow, 
Were by this rogue in multitudes laid low. 


Numbers indeed refign'd their breath, 
To fill the gaping tombs of death. 


Now in the Pariſh, midſt the Muxxzaix's rage, . 
Which all the Farrier's ſkill could not aſſuage, 
Liv'd a good Prieſt—FATHER M*SHANE ; 
Famous afar for wonder-working pray'rs;  _ 
Minding not fins one pin, though thick as hares, 

Safe were the ſouls of the profane ! 


, 
C3! 


One 


Wo $INB&4tranta. 

One Sunday he deftrd to fay his ttiffes,, mM; 

Amidſt the field—where beafts of various — 
Inſected by this Mon NA, might appear: 

His congregation followed, to be ſure; 

Bor, Cow, Pie, Sürkr, ſurrounded him for 705 
Yielding his maſſes an attentive ear. 


Farittr {ore 85 good pray'rs Mya d the evil; 
Borx, Cow, and StzEr, (6 hungry, graz d the plains, 
And Pres, half famiſh'd; fell upon the grains. | 


In ſhort; their healths and 1 ge tur G 
FATHER M'Snaxz, what? ng, winle aner 
mourn'd. 


Proud of his deed, the holy Father went 
To a rich Proteſtant, with god intent, 

To make the MonnAix from his cattle fly: 
« FATHER MeSHANE,“ the Farmer cry'd in ſcorn, 
« My cattle all were Church-of-England born, 

And itt that holy faith they all ſhall dic.” 


A LIT- 


LITTLE SKETCH 


or A CrrTAln 


MOST MERCIFUL axy LITTLE JUDGE | 


Hunc tu, Remane, caveto; 


Lo, that be- periwigg'd black Knave in ſcarlet, 
The robes deep-bluſhing for their Maſter's ſoul ; 
With what ſolemnity he fits, the varlet ! 
With what ſublimity his eye-balls roll ! 
With what a grave pompoſity he blows 
What has been oſten pull'l—his mean pug-noſe! 


With what a ſanctity pronouncing death! 
How pleas'd in ſecret ſwells the fatal breath ! 


Religion-cloath'd, each ſentence moves along, 


While thirſt for murder prompts the villain's tongue 
Look 
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Look at this Judge this fellow, out of court 
The very firſt in RocuxRx's hawk-ey'd ſchool | 


A knave, committing crimes of ev'ry ſort ; 
To whom, Hxrocklisr's an arrant fool, 


432 


& There's no ſuch Man,” the world exclaims. — That's 
| true; 
But ſuch a Monfeer, ev'ry day we view. 


SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 


Z 


Is it not aſtoniſhing that the life of ſo great a Man 
as Sir JosnuA RxTxOL DS ſhould not have been writ- 
ten? A Painter who poſſeſſed more of the charming 
art than almoſt any fingle Profeſſor that ever exiſted. 
But Fam proclaimeth Mr. James BoSw EIL to be 
big with the biography of this celebrated Artiſt, and 
ready to fink into the ſtraw ! 


See Jonxsox's angry ghoſt, ye Gods, ariſe ! 
He drops his nether lip, and rolls his eyes; 
And roars, © O Bozzy, Bozzr, ſpare the dead ! 
© Raiſe not thy biographic guillotine ; 
« Decapitate no more with that machine, 

„Nor frighten Horror with a ſecond head: 


Vot. IV. F f From 
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% From Rxrxof Ds neck, the amp _— 
keep: 
ce nts _—_ ropophagns, to murder low? 

There is a wonderful energy, as well as ſonorous 
ſublimity in this polyſyllabic expreſſion of the Ghoſt 
of our immortal Moraliſt and Lexicographer, not ob- 
vious to the minora fidera of literature. The word An- 
thropophagus is a derivative from the Greek, fignifying 
Anmedter; and Mr. Jaxss BosweL having regaled 
moſt plentiſully on the carcaſe of Dr. Jounson, and 
meaning to make as hearty a meal on the body of Sir 
Jos Rxxxol ps, furniſheth the perturbed Spectre 
wün e an i appellative of fortunate propriety. 


TJouxsox and RzernorDs, lo, as ever r loft ! 
Of no great man has Bozzy now to boaſt ; 
Of tib rich table now can Bozzy brag : 
Indeed, like faded Beauties, he will ſay, 
-*Exvy muſt own I've had my ſhining day.” — 
What wert thon ?—an illuminated rag! 


But what's become of boaſtful Bozz v now? 
Deep ſunk in mournful folitude art thou! 
x | Amidit 
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Save the rude flint and ſteel of PzeTzx Pixar, 
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No courted Gex1vs caſts a lucky ſpark ! 
Nothing to gild thy ſalitary tinder, 


* * - od - * . $1 1 
= = "= „ F+ " , :, 'S 
- 17AaD D. 4 11 07 » A 4 * * 1 T6 


ona 


FR TEND. 


THOUGH here in death thy relicks lie, 
Thy worth ſhall live in Mex'zy's eye; 
Who oft at Nionr's pale noon ſhall ſtray, 
To bathe with tears thy lonely clay. 


Here Pity too, in weeds forlorn, 
Shall, mingling ſighs, be heard to mourn ; 
With Genivs drooping o'er thy tomb, 
| In ſorrow for a Brother's doom. 


ODE 
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on THE 


CHOLERIC CHARACTER. 


* 


PETER reprehendeth RA TIN AL CAEA TURES, for their violent 
Anger againſt IN ANINAT IS. 


HAPPY the man whoſe heart of ſuch a ſort is, 
As holds more butter-milk than aqua-fortis ! 
But, lord! how paſſionate are certain folk ! 
How like the ſea, reflecting ev'ry form © * 
So placid !—the next inſtant in a ſtorm, 
Daſhing again the inoffenſive rock ; 


Mounting towards the ſkies with fuch a thunder, 
As though jt wiſh'd (the lev'ler !) to bring under 
Sun, moon, and ſtars, and tear them into tatters 


Such paſſions verily are ſerious matters. 
F f 3 Men 
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Men in morality ſhould ne'er be idle, 
But for thoſe paſſions make a ſtrong curb bridle. 


When lofty man doth quarrel with a pin, 
In man refides the folly or the fin— 
Not in the braſs, by which his finger's ſpitted— 
For a final L philoſophy we find, 
That, as a pin is not endow'd with mind, 
Of malice call'd prepenſe, Pix ſtands acquitted : 


Thus then his aukwardneſs muſt bear the blame, 

And thus to perſecute the pin's a ſhame. 

Many inanimates, as well as pins, | 

Suffer for others fooleries and fins. *qq / [1 


How oft a drunken blockhead damns a poſt _ 
That overturns him, breaks his ſhins, or head; 

Whoſe eyes ſhould certainly have view'd thecoaſt, 
And have avoided this fame poſt fo dread ; 


Whereas he ſhbuld have ſpar d his idle cries, 
And only dattin'd his own two bling eyes. 
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A little Welehman, Welchman- like indeed, -. .- 


A Bachelor and therefore ey'ry NxRD, 
Was, for ſubſiſtence, forc'd to him to pray: 


This BachRTL ox, to ſatisfy withall 


His gullet, | 
Put into a {mall pot—indeed 100 ſmell, 
A Pullet. 


The Pullet's legs were not to be confin'd ; 


So out they pok d themſelves, ſo ſleek and white: 


The Welchman curs'd her legs with wicked mind, 


And puſh'd them in again, with monſtrous ſpite. 


The Pullet liking not the Pot's embrace, 
So very warm—indeed a nat'ral caſe, 

Pok'd forth her ſhrinking legs again, ſo fair; 
With ſeeming much uneaſineſs, in troth, 
Objecting to her element of broth, 

And wiſhing much to take a little air. 


The CamBro-Briton waxing red and hot, 
And highly foaming too, juſt like the pot, 
Ran to the legs, and ſhov'd them in once more; 


Ff4 But, 
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But, lo! his oaths and labour all were'vain; 

Out pok'd the Pullet's boiling legs again 
Which m HF phy a roars 


What will not ee, ab * ſin, do? 
Mad at defeat, and with a Gov ths ſcowl, 
He ſeizes with ferocity the fowl, 

And, full of vengeance, whirls her out at window. 
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} INS 4 
MISS HARRINGTON, 
Or 


ere 


«© ALAS, alas, I've loſt a day!” 
Good Tirus once was heard to ſay, 
And ſorely, ſorely to repent it— 
What was it made the Emp'ror groan ? 
I'd give a good round ſum, Town, 
To be inform'd how 'twas he ſpent it. / 


Dear Trrus, quickly leave thy tomb; 
Enter of HARRIN rox the room, 


Whom Mos1c and each Grace reveres— 
TIl anſwer for't, thou wilt not ſay, | 
Alas, alas, I've loſt a day; 

But, © Gods ! I've found'five hundred years !” 


ANACREON 
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ANACREON 
2 
_ 1,5, vide 4 7 I 1 
EXT 10 A LADY. 


FAIN wouldil firike the harp to Kings, 
And give to war the ſounding ſtrings ; 
But, lo! the chords rebellious prove, 


In xamT quarrel with my hre. 

In vain I change the rebel wire: "x 

Boldly I ſtrike to war again, "a 
"1 Rk love prevails through. all thefirgin, | 
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Oh! ſince not maſter of the ſhell, 
Ye Kings, and ſons of war, farewell ; 
And fince the Loyzs the ſong require, 
To Venus I reſign the lyre. 


* 
— — . 


Twas thus, O Nywen, with attic tongue, 
i The gay Axacxzon pour'd the ſong, 
A Bax belovd by: 2 

And who the PozT's harp can blame? 
Perhaps old Greece could boaſt a Daux, 


With every grace like rhe. 


4 4 


ODE. 


Fares modeſily, delicately, * Sada pledteth, 3 the er- 

caſtve Damages lately prey un certain a ns E in Love- 

I * 
AF . (OR 


A MAN may, in the cold dim eve of life, - 
By way of ſun-ſhine, take a pretty wife, 

To warm him, as King Davin did of yore 1* 
Kiſs her neat little finger, pat her cheek, 
Toy with the ſnowy beauties of her neck 

No more ! 

Preventing thus each Rake of fleſh and fin - 
From impudently ſtepping in. 


Thus toying, mumbling, chuckling, the old fool, 
Who wanteth much the birch of Cuy1d's ſchool, 
Expects his wife, ſo ſoſt, and fo divine, 


* Here is a flagrant error of the Lyric Bard, It was not a wi/*, 
but a pair of pretty black-eyed Hebrew laſſes, whom the Monarch 
— for his /oving companions. 

| To 
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To fancy ev'ry ſablunary bliſs?s 
In ev'ry toying monkey-trick, and kiſs, | 
And round his neck, her arms with rapture tine; 


Juſt like the fragrant pea, with blooms fo thick, 
That curls her tendrils round a rotten ſtick ! 


For him to raiſe his hedge, and bar his gate, 
Is nat'ral—fad is treſpaſs on th' eſtate : 

For who, alas can fit with ſilent eaſe, 

And ſee a neighbour's pig among his peas? - \\\ 


But why ſhould. ... .... be afraid of horns,, . 

1 Who married a poor ſqueal, ftarv'd cat, for money ? 

Heav'ns! what, ſhould put the Jupsx's breech. on 
thorns? ur 

Where, ſor the waſps, alas! is Madam's honey? 

* by ee inan 

'Tis ſweetneſs tempts the inſects from the ſkies; 

Gall needeth not a flapper for the flies, | 


1 5 


So furious is this JupGe againſt Crim. Con. 
That poor ApuLTERy is juſt undone : 

Afraid to write, or ſqueeze, or wink hiseye, 
Nay, waſt the ſoul's ſoft wiſhes on a ſigh! 
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Woe to the wicked Cornu. factors no y! 
Ten, twenty, ' thirty, forty thouſund pounds, 

For him to pay, who milks his neighbour's cow'; - 
—_ 7 womb ſo _w_ to his ee 
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« O'tis ſo vile, ſo wicked an affair! 
4 Dreadful a neighbour's honour to enſnare — 

e Take his dear ſpouſe without his leave, indeed 
«© What ! of his boſom ſteal the tender wife! 
The pigeon to his feet, prolonging life; 

« Of —_ age the ſweet ſapporting reed! 


4 O chat the law would thake fuch doings death 1" 
Thus roars the 1 15 * with EY breath. 
no ADo1d Anal Uli 8 
O......! rave not thus with anger pale, 

But let thy faite Jvsrics hold the ſtalee: 
What though we muſt condemn the ſmuggled bliſs; 
Ten thouſand pounds are too much for a kit, = 
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LEFT ON THE, DIAL-PLATE IN THE GARDEN. 


VE gentle Matps of Camborne's Druid vale, 

Admir'd and loy'd by all our elfin train; 
Your worth with wonder and delight we hail, 

And pen, unſeen, for zoz the tuneful ſtrain. 


Beneath theſe oaks our happy court we keep, 

When Midnight rules the world with folemn ſway: 
While you, forgetful, ſink to filent ſleep, 

We, blithſome, gambol mid the moonlight ray. 


Sweet 
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Sweet is the ſpot where Innocexce is ſeen— 
Dear is the valley where the VI ATuEs dwell: 
By fuch allur'd, we trip this dewy green, 
Far from — ſound of Rror's 1 _ 
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HALT, coſe-lipp'd Hearn, ſhall crown your cryſ- 
tal rill, 
And bid with ev'ry balm. your Zepbyrs blow ; 
Unceafing ſong ſhall charm the echoing hill, 
And Prixrv robe with bloom, the vale below. 


Thus win gd with joy ſhall glide your golden hours, 
Till for yon ſkies ye bid the world adieu; 
And when at laſt ye leave theſe bliſsful bow'rs, 


Yourlittle weeping friends will wander too. 


. OBRK0N, 
Puck, mY 
Bros0M, 


Man, &. 


-- 
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NE V. EAR. DAY. 


BEHOLD another year ſuccecd ?! 
But, CHaRLoTtTE, thou haſt nought to dread, 
Since TIE will ey'ry beauty ſpare: _ 

Time knows what's perſect, and well knows, 
Twould take him ages to compoſe Fl. 
Another Damſel half ſo fair. 
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CYNTHIA, I own my heart is loſt, 
And dare confeſs it with a boaſt ; 
It does a credit to my fighs ; 
For who like thee diſplays a face, 
Or who liks.cheq abounds with grace, 
Or ſports like thee a pair of cyes? 


But, ah! tis folly to complain, 
Becauſe I hear no ſighs again, 
A ſoft, a ſweet return for nine: 
Love is a Rogue, who bade me gaze; 
And when he ſaw my boſom blaze, 
Refus'd to raiſe a ſpark in ine. 


1 l 
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O SILENCE! to our earth by Wispox giv'n, 

Yet from the faſhionable circles driv'n 

To breathing Zephyrs, and the limpid ftream, 
Whoſe murmurs ſweetly ſoothe the ſhepherd's dream ; 
For thee I often ſigh, but figh in vain, 

When ForLLy ſtuns me with her noiſy train. 


Oh! how I wiſh thy preſence, when the 'Sqyirs 
Impertinently burſts into my room ; 

Hallooing from the kennel's howl and mire, 
And caſting o'er my day, a midnight gloom. 


Yet if his ſiſter Phil. comes giggling in, 
And talks of faſhions, op'ra, ball, and play; 
Methinks, my ears can bear the varied din, 
Which ſorceth thee, mute Matp, to run away. 
G g 2 Let 
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Yet tis not long I wiſh thee thus apart; 
So much thy preſence glads, at times, my heart— 


For when I claſp the Nymph, ſo fair and young, 
And ſteal a ſweet acquaintance with her lip, 
I wiſh thee in the room at once to ſkip, 


And gently take poſſeſſion of her tongue. 


CECILIA. 
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CROSS £3 


CECILIA, as 'twas Chriſtmas time, 
Reſolving on a flight ſublime, 
Prepar'd to paſs her holidays in heav'n : 
The Goppxss then bruſh'd up her wings, 
Pick'd up her trinkets, her beſt things, 
Her harp, and ſongs, and pen, by Pnœzus 
giv'n. 


When in ruſh'd Moste Madam, no, 
* Indeed you muft not, ſhall not go 
% Poh! hold thy tongue (the Goppxss cry'd) 
« thou Ninny; 
* Think'f thou I'll quit dear Barn, my pride, 
And not an equal charm provide? 
Thou ſtupid creature, to forget Ranzzini.” 
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AH, Daria ! I will not complain, 

That another is bleſt in thy charms ; 

Yet allow me to exvy the Swaix, 
Whom DIA can take to her arms. 


I confeſs that no merit is mine—» * 
That of Der1a 1 ought to defpair : 
Since thy virtues, dear Maid, are divine, 
And thy form like an Angel's fo fair. 


On Farsz let me fix all the blame, 

Who ſhow'd me thy form of deſire; © * 
When I caught from thy beauty a flame, 
That only with life can expire. 


PENDAREANAT 


Yet, DeL14, before I depart, 
Ah! do not one favour deny; 
Though Fon rvxz denies mgrthy Heart, 
Let thy pity accept of its /igh. 


Gg4 MADRIGAL. 
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SWEET Girl, the man's a downright foo], 
That aſks for conſtancy in love— 
Varierty's a charming ſchool : 
How nat'ral for the heart to rove ! 
A form like thine can never cloy— 
And, lo, thy graces, what a plenty ! 
Then tell me, why ſhould one enjoy 
The beauties that ſuffice for en? 


AN 
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APOLOGY 
FOR 
IN COATES 


To PHILLIS. 


How tis thou governeſt above, 
„I know not verily, O Lovs; 

« But to my grief, this truth I know, 

« That Fol Tr leads thy dance belozo.” 


"Twas thus I ſpleenful cry'd, when firſt my heart 
From thy black ſparklers felt the ſtinging dart: 
In diſmal crape I dreſs d up many a ballad; 
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Mad at four looks, I look'd for nought but ſmile; 


Not dreaming once that vinegar and oil 
Produc'd a fine effect upon a ſallad. 


My wary wiſdony/now is on its guard, 

And ev'ry day, I, PzTer, am prepar'd 

Jo catch my little Syren out of humour: 

A diſappointment at a ball perchance, 

Not ſtanding up the foremoſt | in a dance, 
Which forms a feaſt for wide-mouth'd Mapa 

Ruxoun, 
May give thee ſidgets, put thee out of forts— 
What flighted Lady loveth ſuch reports ? 


Grant that thine eyes, with ſullen clouds o ercaſt, 
Let fall, alas! a hearty thow'r of rain— ., 1; 

Soon will thoſe ſans (for long it cannot laſt) = 
Peep out with radiance on the world again. 

When, lo! their beams w ill ſeem a great deal brighter, 

My ſpirits alſo dancing ten times lighter, 


Life is too mawkiſh, if tis always fwett ; 

At times, a diſappointment is a treat. 

Some ſcout this dottrine=-Pſha ! the vapid alles 

Lord, drown them in a hogſhead of molaſſes. 
When 
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When Majesry was in a monſtrous paſſion, 

And grimly Tnuxrow thunder'd out d-mnation, 

And LEDS and Hawxss'kry join'd their jowls to- 
gether, 

Brewing, like wunde of Macbeth, foul weather; 


I cannot truly ſay my heart was light : 
Indeed the Bard found ſomething like a fright ; 
Indeed IT trembled at the gathering gloom ; 
But when the cloud ſo harmleſs paſs d away, 
My ſpirits all ſo ſrolickſome and gay, 
To dance their jig, had ſcarcely elboro-r0m. 
I laugh'd at each dark tcrrifying mien, 0 
And mock d the dread that ruſh'd through ev'ry vein, 


Yet, is it poſſible, ye tuneful Nixe, 
(Doubtleb the thought the great Arol o ſhocks) / 
That verſes vended by a Bard divine, 
Can put his facred legs into the ſtocks ? 
Yes! and his ſacred head into the pillory ; 
So ſay the law archives of Lent and Hilary. 


Some, Moderation kick, like fools, to door, 
And wiſh their paſſions always in a rear. 


Ak! 
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Ah! would thoſe madmen wiſely time employ, - 
They ought to be economiſts of joy: 


Too frequent and too violent a motion . 
Will tear the beſt machinery to pieces; 
This doctrine to young maſters is a potion, 
A nauſeous — too to love 25 A . 
Beyond th' extravagance of "aſs WES 
Beyond the flight of thought ſublime, 5 *1 
I chace not bliſſes thus beyond all meaſure== +» 
RayTvuke's a fiery hunter to beſtride ; | 
Indeed I wiſh not madman-like to ride, For 
But calm on that ſweet filly, chriſten d PtLeASuRE:. 


Putz Lis, I will not always have thy ſmil e: 
At times, I'll give thee liberty to pont 
Such is my plan, the minutes to beguile; 
Sometimes in heav'n, my love, and ſometimes 6 out. 
| Variety affords a zeſt to life— 
But, mum! we muſt not ſay this to a wife. 
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PARENT of Preasvss, and of many a groan,. 

I ſhould be loath to part with thee, I own, 
Dear LIFE 

To tell the truth, I'd rather loſe a wife, 

Should Heay'n e er deem me worthy of poſſeſſing 

That beſt, that moſt invaluable bleſſing. 


Some people talk of thee with much ſang-ſroid, 
As one too pitiful to be enjoy'd ; | 
But thou'rt a moſt delightful girl with me— 
A hundred thouſand pretty things are 7hine ; 
Indeed, of golden treaſure thou'rt a mine, 
Thy manners greatly with my heart agree. 


I love 
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I love thy fwect acquaintance from my heart; 
Will make a bargain with thee not to part, 
Till Fate ſhall ſtrike our ſyſtem off its hinges: 
Conſenting to a little gout ſometimes, 
That ſpoils my appetite to meat and rhimes, 
Thoſe very ſharp memento-mori twinges 


I thank thee that thou brought'ſt me into being; 
The things of this our world are well worth ſeeing, 
And, let me add morcover, well worth feeling ; 
Then. what the dev'l would people have, 
Theſe gloomy hunters of the grave, 
For ever ſighing, groaning, canting, kneeling ? 


I cannot riſe from thee. as from a feaſt, 
As Horacs ſay s, #ti conviva ſatur— 
No ſuch matter : 
PII anfwer for myſelf at leaſt, | 


No, when it comes that thou and I muſt part, 
Lies, I ſhall leave thee with a ſigbing heart; 
Leave the warm precincts of the cheerful day, * 
With ling ' ring Tonging looks, ſays Gray. | | 


_ af 4 Soms 
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Some with they never had been born, — 

To ſee the handy works of GGW. 
In, ſun, and moon, and ſtarry ſæy: 

Though laſt, nat leaſt, to ſeo ſwect Wawax's 


charms ; 


Nay more, to claſp them in our arms, 
And pour the ſoul in love's delicious ſigh, 
Is well worth coming for, I'm ſure, 


Suppoſing that thou gav'ſt us nothing more. 


Yet, thus ſurrounded, L1ee, dear Lirx, I'm 7hine ; 


And could I always call thee mine, 
I would not quickly bid this world farewell ; 


But whether here, or long, or ſhort my ſtay, 
III keep in mind, for ev'ry day, 
An old French motto, Jive la bagatelle ! 


Before us HEAv'x hath plac'd the tear and ſmile ; 
Each may be won with very trifling toil— 

But if there be in nature ſuch a mule, 
Who, willing with misfortune to be curſt, 
Should, like an ideot, madly choole the firſt, 

In God's name let him ſuffer like a fool. 


Misfortunes 
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Misfortunes are this lott'ry world's fad blanks ; 
Preſents, in my opinion, not worth thanks: 
The PLxASsURRSs are the twenty-thouſand prizes, 
Which nothing but a downright aſs deſpiſes. 


. 
- 


ODE 
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TELL IS tat? 


1 * D | E 1 
* m#' 1] 
TO 


ADMIRAL HOTHAM 


THRICE happy man, on whom Duxvas and Pig, 


With all the energy of human wit, 
And all the pow'rs of ſacred truth beſide, 


Have laviſh'd the wild torrent of their praiſe, 
Deck'd thy bald head with Grokx's brighteſt rays ! 
Haſte from thy veſſel with unwounded hide; 


Thy wveſel, which, like thee, mid W aRr's alarm, 
And mighty danger, met no mighty harm. 


Great Tar, at once thy courſe for England ſhape; 
England, broad fiaring, quite upon the gape, 


To meet the Victor, by whoſe arm, Duxpas 


Declares what marv lus things have come to pals ! 
Vor. IV. H h Yet 
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Yet as we bear thee through the ftreets along, 

Amid the ſtunning ſhout, and howling ſong ; 
Suppoſe a ParRIor Sags ſhould croſs thy way, 

And, claiming filence, aſk in manly tone, 

ec What for theſe honours, HorHAx, haſt thou done?“ 
Hornau! now what the devil wilt thou ſay ? 


» $54 * 1702 (C1 | FROM 
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mon THE ett ov 
EMIR JOHAD. 
TO 


FAS BUS S449 


SWEET child of ſummer, who from flow'r to flow'r, 
To ſip each odour, ſport'ſt on filken wing; 


I greet thy preſence mid the golden hour, 
Whilſt with the birds the vales of SERDI ring. 


I ſee thee perching on each roſc's bloom ; 
From fragrance thus to fragrance wont to glide ; 
Now from the tender vi let waft Perfume, 


Now fix d upon the lily's ſnowy pride. 


Though bleſt art thou—my bliſs is greater ſtill; 
I kiſs the boſom of the brighteſt Fats ! 
The charms of Apr all my ſenſes fill; 
And whilſt thoſe charms I preſs, her love I ſhare. 
H h 2 But 
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But thou a mutual paſſion canſt not know; 
No fond endearments can return to thee— 
Whilf I, belov'd, with conſtant rapture glow— 
Sweet child of ſummer, come and envy me. 


ODE 
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ODE. 
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LION SHIP OF WAR, 


ON HER RETURN WITH THE EMBASSY FROM CHINA, 


DEAR Liox, welcome from thy monkey trip; 
Glad is the Bard to ſee thee, thou good Ship; 
Thy mournful enfign, half way down the ſtaff, 
Provokes (I fear me much) a general laugh ! 


What ſad long phizzes thou haſt now on board! 
A high and mighty diſappointed Lox ! 

And lo, a diſappointed doughty Knicur, 
Whoſe buds of hope have felt a horrid blight. 


Say, wert thou not d to put thy prow 
Where Barroxs, dog-like, learnt to crawl and bow ; 
| H h 3 Where 
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Where Eaftern Majeſty, as hiſt'ry ſings, 
Looks down with ſmiles of ſcorn on Weftern Kings? 


Ah me ! *tis univerſally allow'd 

That Eaftern Monarchs are prodigious proud ; 
Unlike the Jumble Monarchs of the 7. — 

Such kind and pliable and gentle creatures ! 

80 placid, of their Touts, and ſweet, the features ; 
Where nought but VIA run is a welcome gueſt. 


Your Eaſtern Defpots, in their lofty ſtation, 
Expect the cenſer of rich adulation 
To burn for ever underneath their noſes: 
This in&&hfe boat A certain opiate pow'; 
Whoſk pteafant, fupef\ing, plenteous ſhow'r, 
The opties of the underftanding cloſes ; 


Producing, too, a charming gandy dream, 

In which Kings think they hold the world's eſteem; 
Think too, the confeience found, though full of holes, 
And virtues, thick as herrings, in their ſouls. 


O FiartT'xy, thou attendant on Inaxrry, | 
Thou meat, drink, clothes, and furniture of Vanity, 
Mis cruel to attack a feeble brd; 


Yes, 
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Yes, eruel—likewiſc let me add, a lame 
Who never makeſt mention of its name, 
Poor, eaſy, gaping curkoo, when tis dead. 


Once more to thee, O Lrox, to return 
A ſubject ſorm'd to bid all England mourn 


O think upon thy Bxrroxs, how diſgrac'd, 
As to the palace of IRHoOL they rac'd, 
So ſhabbily,; ſo tawdrily array'd !*® 
The natives, with horſe-laughs, the tribe remarking, 
While, grunting, kicking, braying, howling, bark- 


ing, 1 | 
Hogs, dogs, and aſſes, join'd the cavalcade ! 
| Not 


3 


*I cannot but add to the obſtacles which we received from the 
curioſity of the Chineſe people, ſome ſmall degree of mortification 
at the kind of impreſſion our appearance ſeemed tv make on them: 
for they no ſooner obtained a fight of any of us, than they univer- 
fally burſt out to loud ſhouts of laughter.“ ide AxpERSOx's 
Narrative of the Britiſh Embaſſy to China. | 


+ Mr. Awntssow ſuppoſes the clothes for the ſuite of the Am- 
baſſador were ſecond-hand things purchaſed from the ſervants of the 
French Ambaſſador Luzzzxe, or from the Play-houſes---perhaps 
from Monmouth-ſtreet, 


2 © We found ourſelves (ſays Mr. AxDezsoN) intermingled with 
a cohort of pigs, aſſes, and dogs, which broke our ranks, ſuch as 
Hh4 they 
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Not SrAuxrox, with his Doctor's gown and cap, 

Could from the populace obtain one clap; ; 

Nor poor Macarrtxsy, with his ſtar and rib- 
bon!— 


Child-like, he might as well have had a bib on ! 


Ah me! before he ſail'd, a friend, 
I told ye all how things would end.“ 


Tell me, who plann'd this filly expedition? 
That brain was ſurely in a mad condition: 

Say, was it Avaklex, the lean old Japr, 
Who, though half Aſia's gems her corpſe illume, 
(Sorꝰs radiance on a melancholy tomb) 

Can join with Mx ANN ES in her dirtieſt trade? 


they were, and put us into irrecoverable confuſion. All formality of 
proceſſion, therefore, was at an end; and the Ambaſſador's palan- 
quin was ſo far advanced before us, as to make a little ſuart runxing 
neceſſary to overtake it.“ - Wh 


* See my Epiſtle to Loxzp MacazTwer, in which I propheſied 
ſomewhat more than came to paſs, as the Embaſſy was bond fide not 
literally fogged; but, fays Ax DbENSsON, © we entered Pekin like 
paupers, we remained in it like priſoners, and we quitted it like v 
grants.” 


Who 
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Who told our King, the embaſſy would thrive, 
Muſt be the moſt egregious fool alive 
God mend that Courtier's head, or rather traſh- 

pot !— I 

Perhaps he cry'd, © Upon the rich Hixpoo 

* Your glorious Majeſty has caſt its ſhoe, 

« And ChixA next, my Lizct, muſt be your waſh- 
es 


ODE 
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"ODE 
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CHILD of the ſummer's golden hour, 
Who, happy, rov'ſt from flow'r to flow'r, 
Now ſportive winnowing mid th' expanſe of air ; 
O welcome to my little field ! 
Each leaf of fragrance may it yield ! 
Yes, dwell with me, and Nature's bounty ſhare. 


No black Srx Josgrn“ with his net, 
And Jox As-, whelm'd with duſt and ſweat, 
Shall rudely chaſe thee far from my protection; 


* Panks, + Jonas Dryander, the Knight's fine quo adn, 
3 Wild- 
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Wild-leaping ev'ry fence and ditch ; | 
So rank the Virtuoſo itch, 
For making a rare butterfly collection. 


Yet round thy paper-gibbet, laud would flow, 
Amid the Knight's brave breakfaſts in Sono; 
With rapture ſhown to toaſt-and-muffin Sages : 
With hee too, would the ropal Journals ring; 
And ev'n thy pretty mealy painted wing 
Employ deſcription ſweet, tor fiſty pages 


Yet what, alas! is praiſe to people dead ? 
A panegyric on a lump of lead— 

Preciſely ſo! 
Ye Gods, then, let me all my praiſes hear— 
For verily 'tis wiſdom to prefer 


One grain above ground, to a pound below. 


Rare CLD of Ether, pr'ythee then agree 
To chooſe the offer'd field, and dwell with me - 
Here will I mark thee, 'mid thy meals, how chaſte f 
So buſy on the flow'rs of golden hue, 
And ſilver daifies moiſt with morning dew, 
How innocent, how ſimple thy repaſt 
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Ah! diff rent far, from Us who groſſly lave 
Our lips in beef and mutton's ſanguine wave! 
Whilſt Ve, a race barbarian, cruel, ay 
From Bog, too, form the dinners of the day 
From hog, that lodg'd of yore the Imps of evil!“ 
Intrepid He who ventur'd us to dine! HY 
Methinks the man who dreamt of cating /we, 
Muſt really next have thought of eating devil. 


The hiſtory of the herd of ſwine is univerſally known as well as 
believed. 


ODE 
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M ODER ATI ON. 


ce SOME folks are mad, and do not know it,” 

Says ſome one forget the Poet; 

And verily the Bard was in the right. 

Wild as a puppy chafing butterflies, 

The world hunts Tz anseorT with keen noſe and eyes; 
Deceitful Laſs, who often proves a bite ! 


The calm, cool, philoſophic hour ; 
The purling brook, the woodbine bow'r, 

The grove's, the valley's ſweet and fimple ſong ; 
Monx's virgin bluſh, and Eveninc's ſetting ray, 
On more than half the world are #hrown away, 


Whoſe joys muſt like a whirlwind pour along. 


Calnly 
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Calmly let me begin and end Lirz's chapter; 
Ne'er panting for a hurricane of rapture: 


Calm let me walk mot rotqus and jumpin g: 
With due decorum, let my heart 
Perform a ſober, quiet part, 


Not at the zibz bejever bumping, bumping, 


RavTvurE's a Charger==eofterrbreaks his girt, 
Runs off, and flings his rider in the dirt. 

1; en lor ob bur hem v1 i G 7 
Lo, white for Gretna, Gra tho RO dart, Ne. 
Love plays his gambols through each throbbing heart: 

Squeezing and hugging, kiſſing, on they go; 
Wild, from. the chaiſe, they poke their beads to Joux, 
Make haſte, dear Jonx, drive on, drive on, dive 

on— : 

“Lord! lord l your horſes are fo very flow !” 

T 4 PTE LONG : 1 | mind 
And whilſt, for Gretna Green, each turtle fighs, 
—— ä an I" pappks tnd 


* Alſox sien da gls comfortable maintenance by making 
| * chains as well as horſe-ſhoes. 


"T8, But 
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But when this BLacksmiTH has perform'd his part, 
Poſſeſſion quells the tumults of the heart; 

The heart with foaming bliſs no more boils over! 
Now leiſurely into the chaiſe they get ! 
They aſk no John to drive, no harſe to ſweat! 

No eyes keen ſparkle. ſhows the burning lover; 


No kiſſes midſt the jolting road they ſnap ; 
CLIA now takes a comfortable nap : 
Down on her cheeks, her locks diſhevell'd flowy 
Not vaſtly ſmooth, but much like locks of hay; 
Her cap not much reſembling Alpine ſnow, 
Shook from her rolling wearied head away. 


The YovurTn too, with his noddle on his breaſt; 
His hair all careleſs, much in hay-like trim; 

As though ſweet wedlock's joys had loſt their zeſt; 
As though a dull indifffrence damn'd the whim; 

With mouth half ſhut, that heavy ſeems to ſay, 

«© The devil take the Buacksmitn and the day, 

Who tied me to that trollop, now my wife, 

56 Juſt like a jack- aſs to a poſt, for life !” 


THE 
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BLESSED be the Retailers of Anecdote, who afford 
D much pleaſant and light food to tho mind. Blefſed 
more particularly be MasrER JohN Nichols, com- 
paler of the Magazine of guantity, and eke his wonder- 
ful cogdjator Doctor (not Miter) Ricuard Govcn, 
who ſo often giveth that old devourer TIE a vamit, 
to make him diſgorge 

A furbelow of good QuREN Brss's tail; 

A taylor's thimble, and a ruſty nail. 


RT 4 Important 


PINDARIANA. 481 


— 


Important is the moſt trivial Anecdote of an extra- 
ordinary perſon; and when conſecrated by Age, it 
becomes invaluable. 

Thus of himſelf ſayeth the celebrated Monſieur 
Mexacs, one of my great precurſors in Ana, who, 
if I may be in the faſhion of alliteration, could give 
dignity to a dunghill, grace to a gutter, prettineſs to 

a pigſtye, honour to a horſe-pond, and majeſty to a 
' mouſe. © When I boarded at Angers,” ſays this ex- 
traordinaxy man, the Miſtreſs of the houſe quar- 
relled with the Maid for the loſs of a pound of but- 
ter, which, by ſome means or other, had ſneaked out 
of the way. The girl declared that the cat eat every 
bit of it. The incredulous miſtreſs ſwore it was falſe ; 
and, to be convinced, ſhe put the cat into a pair of 
ſcales; when, lo! the animal, to the maid's confu- 
fion, weighed only three quarters of a pound !” 

« It is a fortunate thing (ſays Monſieur MEnace, 
in another place) to be acquainted with celebrated 
people.” The ſmalleſt anecdote of a man of conſe- 
quence, adds a gem to the treaſures of Hiſtory. 
Adopting this idea, I ſhall from time to time commu- 
nicate to my readers, pretty little ſtories of Great 
People. To begin with his preſent Grace of LEEDs, 
who is Muſician, Politician, and Poet 

Vol. IV. I i "Twas 
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Twas in that ſeaſon of the year, 

When Oratorios ſweet appear, 

And human warblers, all divinely fing ; 

Unlike the little birds, I wot, 

Wha cloſe in froſt and ſnow the throat, 

And chant in ſummer anly, and the ſpring ; 

that, being in the Green Room of Covent Garden, I 
ſtumbled on his GRACR of Lztps, who, notwith- 
ſtanding his having been the burthen of one of my 
merry ſongs, voluntarily and ſmilingly addreſſed ne 
Bard, that is to ſay, me, the Lyric PRTER, O 
TIOTHTHE. The unexpectedneſs of the ſalute pro- 
duced a palpitation, mixed with a quantity of reve- 
rence. *©* When was you in Cornwall laſt ?” faid his 
Grace, with a ſimper. About two years fince,” 
replied I—** Pray when was your Grace in that pro- 
vince ?” © Laſt year,” anſwered the Duke. The 
Dutcheſs accompanied your Grace, I preſume ?” 
quoth I, in a pretty, tender, unpreſuming, and win- 
ning tone. She did,“ rejoined his Grace, with the 
moſt affable ſmile, and conciliating manner. © Go- 
DOLPHIN is wildly ſituated,“ quoth I. © Tf I mit- 
take not, Cornwall was made the ſcene of the di- 
ableries of the old Spaniſh and Italian writers of ro- 
; | mance.” 
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mance.” * Hem, hem,” rejoined the Dake, with a 
{mile and a nod, which ſeemed 29 me, though intended 
as tones and fignals of aſſent, to imply more ignorance 
than knowledge, which every Gunar May is too great 
to confeſs. His Grace now turned the diſcourſe to 
Shakeſpeare, and Dryden, and Pope, and ſome more 
modern authors, with a pretty volubility, and ſome 
eritical remark, which, though not in the true ſpirit 
of Longinus, was really not contemptible; for the 
Duke is a bit of a Poet ; witneſs an unfortunate Pro- 
logue or two, and ſome fortunate amatory ſtanzas, 
that won the heart of the Ducheſs. Part of the na- 
tural hiſtory of a Poet is a deſultory diſpoſition, leap- 
ing from earth to heaven in his frenzy. Here the 
converſe of the propoſition took place; for, after a 
ſublime quotation from Shakeſpeare, the Duke 
abruptly deſcended to the humbler ſubject of his 
noſe ! !/! © How came you, Sir, in your Ode, to at- 
tack my noſe ?” This was a thundering queſtion; 
for thou knoweſt, Reader, if thou haſt peruſed all 
my lyrical lucubrations, that his Grace's proboſcis has 
been the ſubject of a poctical ſmile. © My Lord 
Duke,” anſwered I, „when your Grace, Lord 
Hawkeſbury, Lord Thurlow, Lord Sidney, and 

I 3 2 others, 
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others, your colleagues in Adminiſtration, took it into 
your heads to attack me, I thought a poor Poet had 
a right to the laws of retaliation.” © But why attack 
my noſe, Sir, why attack my noſe ?” The converſation 
now took a turn to his Gzacr's knowledge of the 
Poets, from which he made many quotations, and 
ſpoke them with-propriety :—on a ſudden he quitted 
the clafhcs, and reverted to his favourite and wounded 
feature But why attack my 20 is there any thing 
uncommon in my ne? I anſwered, that, at the time J 
mentioned it, I was not certain whether he had a 29 
or no, as its exiſtence was only fancied from report ; 
but that I deu his Grace had power, and meant to 
employ it againſt me with Agility. This anſwer pro- 
duced no reply. The Duke ſtood mute and ſimper- 
ing for a few minutes, and then broke out on a ſud- 
den, „ will introduce ye to the Ducheſs.” We im- 
mediately quitted the Green Room arm in arm, and 
repaired to a Stage-box, that held her Grace and 
Siſter, Miſs AxGuisn. The introduction was re- 
ſpectful, ſolemn, and awtul—when, behold, the 
Duke, unable to quit his favourite topic, turned the 
ſolemnity of the meeting into farce, —* My love,” 
(quoth the Dake to the Ducheſs) * I have been 

a ET aſking 
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aſking the Doctor what provoked him to attack my 
unge? Then turning to me, “Pray, Doctor, what 
provoked you to attack my noſe ?” Driven to the ne- 
ceſſity of a compliment, I replied that © had I ſeen 


his Grace's noe before I wrote the Odes, I ſhould moſt / 


certainly have compoſed a paregyric on it inſtead of a 
fatire, as the noſe was really a very good noſe indeed.” 
The ladies ſmiled, the Duke was pleated; I leaned 
over the box, to ſhew the audience into what good 
company Fortune had thrown me. The converſation 
grew more cheerful—ſeveral ingenious impromptus 
were exchanged. At length I took my leave, with a 
profound bow of thanks for the honours I had re- 
ceived. His Grace returned my bow; the ladies alſo 
moſt condeſcendingly bowed to my bow ; and forth I 
went, with exultation, to communicate this ſudden 
peripetia or change of fortune to all my acquain- 


tances. 


GrNnTLE READER, : 
Wouldſt thou not have imagined that the War 
hatchet was buried for ever? Such was my too credu- 
lous opinion; but fronti nulla fides! The very next 
public dinner his Grace gave, what did he? He ex- 
E393 hibited 
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hibited a ludicrous account of our interview ; ap- 
plauded his own amazing magnanimity, wit, and 
condeſcenſion, and laughed at the Poxr. Daſhed 
from the pinnacle of my ambition, for I expected a 
high place in Adminiſtration, and mortified by the 
diſappointment, I fat me down, and in the true ſpirit 
of ſorrow wrote the following pathetic ſtanzas. 


— — 


Tur SONG or DISAPPOINTMENT: 
AN ELEGIAC BALLAD. 


HOPE whiſper'd fine things in my ear; 
I believ'd her, thougtr trick is her trade : 
She told me that FoxTuxz was near, 


Who had always bchav'd like a jade. 


Great names, /itt/e people aſtound 
How *witching the title, Your Grace !— 
My Lord Duke, Lady Ducheſs, what found ! 
Big with honour, and dinner, and place. 
In 
3 
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ſt fancy I join'd the Duke's table, 
Where his Grace ſo infiructively chats; 
Deſpiſing my garret, that ſtable, | 
My joint-ſtool, and my penn'orth of ſprats. 


In fancy I/ with his Gn ACR, 
And felt a huge torrent of bliſs 
Then I flatter'd the Ducheſs's face, 
And whiſper'd love-ſtories to Miſs.* 


In fancy his Grace I beheld, | 
Heard his mouth with ſound criticiſin ope ; 
That mouth moſt deliciouſly ſwell'd 
With quotations from Dx Ypex and Pore. 


In fancy I heard him aloud 

Read his prologue ſo ſweet to his gueſts ; 
Saw wonderment ſtare from the crowd, 

And rapture burſt wild from their breaſts, 


Now I heard him delightfully thrum ; 
Now in praiſe of old muſic a raver; 


Now Hanvzr's huge choruſſes hum; 
Now a critic on crotchet and quayer. 


* Miſs Avguiſh, 
I i 4 In 
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In fancy a bonfire I blaz'd ; 20441 3 
At my wit heard them call out * encore ;” 


While the room with aſtoniſhment gaz'd, 


Prepar'd ev'ry moment to roar. 


But the Duke has ſecreted his face; 
To the Bax D what a terrible blow 
And gone are the ſmiles of her Grace, 
And the ſmiles of cach AnGvisn al-/b. 


But I'm not deluded alone; 
To another he ſadly behav'd : 


Doctor JAcksox, by promiſes won, 


Cut his curls from his pate, and was ſhav'd. 


Though the Doctor look d ſmart with his locks, 
Sublime too, and ſwarthy, and big; 

He was told, when a Biſhop, his flocks 
Would expect a full buſhel of wig. 


A wig was accordingly bought, 
As a cauliflow'r large, and as fair ; 
Where the barber too, bleſt with good thought, 
Wove religion and pomp in each hair. 
4 In 
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In ſhort, 'twas ſo ſolemn a guz, 
So ſorm'd for concerns of the foul ; 
People ſcarce could decide on its phiz, 
Which look'd wiſeſt, the caxon or jowl. 


But after this grand operation 
Of clipping and wigging, I trow, 
gore baulk'd was poor Cor's* exaltation, 
But v - none with certainty know. 


Some thought Heav'n with the wg was diſpleas d; k 
But people may think as they liſt : 
Others ſaid (with maliciouſneſs ſeiz'd) 


Heav'n hated the pride of the Prieſt. 


So the Doctor no Biſhop was made, 
Nor at preſent a Biſhop is he; 

And it alſo may ſafely be ſaid, 
That a Biſhop he never will be. 


| 
But the Du kk too is thwarted, I ween ; | 
Who looks up like a hawk to the Crown; | 
But, alas ! our good King and good Queen 
Have never vouchſaf' d to look down, 


* Cox, 1. e. Conſequential Jackſon—a conſtant appellative be- 
ſtowed on him at the Univerſity of Oxford. 


Now 
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Now to Duke and to Ducheſs adieu; 
Adieu to my honours /;ke-wi/e; 

The viſion departs from my view, 
And Horx, the falſe flatterer, flies. 


My teeth too are robb'd of ſweet picking ; 
Ah teeth, to good eating attach'd ! 

And thus have I counted my chicken, 
Poor blockhead, before they were hatch'd. 


THE 


CONVENTION BILL, 


AN ODE. 


Odi profanum wulgus, et ace 
Favete linguis. Hos. 


ne the Mons—Avaunt the Vulgar Throng / 


Be padlocks plac'd on ev'ry BAtTox's tongue. 
P1rTT's Tranſlation. 


— 


5 by — 40.” 
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TO THE 


GENTLE READER, 


THE inſufferable licentiouſneſs of the preſent age, 
with regard to political opinion, demands an imme- 
diate redreſs. As the freedom of diſcuſſion may be 
the loſs of a MixISTER's Place; that Min1sTER is in 
the right to make uſe of his 9 virtuous Majokrrx, 
to bring in a Bill 


For binding to the peace the Toxcvs and Pen, 
So hoſtile to the peace of CouxrER Men, 


who, as Pope ſays of his friend Addiſon, 


* damn for arts that caus'd them/elves to riſe. 


MEess1Euvks PitT and DunpDas were not pot-valiant 


when they /umbled on this Convention Act, whatever 
_ 
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the world may think. The JolLr Gon, it is ſaid, 
was for once forced to give place to the Goppess yclept 
Pnup xx, who has totally preſided over this Bill, 
which /e orders that a dozen men, like a dozen bot- 
tles of wine; ſhall not paſs from houſe to houſe without 
a PERMIT. Convinced of the neceſſity and w/dom of 
our PrEMIER's political manceuvre, I join his ſtand- 
ard, and heartily vote to perpetual confinement the Pex 


That, with its lever nib of braſs, 

Tries from his pow'r to heave Dux pas; 

And Toncvs that, with its cruſhing wit, 
Treads, like an Elephant, on Pitt, 

.BySLaxpzs urg'd, whoſe breath of flame 
Melts the fair column of a NAME. 


P. P, 


ODE 


O D E. 


M.. F 1 - 4 FT, 


ACCEPT a Coxverr, Ode-compoſing PETER! 
„The THUNDER-BEARING BIRD of Britiſh metre,” 
Says Fans, from truth not often known to wander: 
To thee Jon's war-horſe from Parnaſſus, Pryr, 
A gentle Beaſt, I kneeling take the bit, 
Like tam'd BuctzragAaLvs to ALEXANDER; 
A Horſe to ather Riders ſo uncivil; 
Who rear'd, and plung'd, and kick'd them to the 
Devil, | 


Since Iurupkxor, afſuming Fxur Dos form, 
Neat MorkER Revp-cay brews the dangerous ſtorm, 
Aſſembling ſuch a formidable ruut; 
| ral 


| 


| 
| 
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Loud threat'ning, too, O PitT ! in evil hour 
To blow thee, like the goſſamer, from pow'r ; 
*Tis time, full time, methinks, to 1004 about, 


Say the full plan thou meaneſt to purſue, 
To curb of Liberty this upſtart crew: 

Our eyes are, hawk-like, on the ſharpen'd gaze. 
Pronounce how many men ſhall meet together, 
To canvaſs our political foul weather, | 

And ſhake their heads, in hopes of better days. 


Tf not too pert—Thou great REFORMING Max, 
How many wilt thou ſuffer i in a clan, 

To groan their grievance, whiſper wocful tale, 
Where the ſmall Tap-room pours its gin and ale ? 


SenIT1ON Jurks within a yorTER-MUG— 
Eke in a 6Lass of ix the knave lies ſnug ! 
Who drinks, in tank rebellion dips his noſe ! ! 
I like not healths ! too oft they carry treaſon : 2 
Then let us cut at once the raſcal's weaſand, 
That dares to drink „4A Rope to Frerpon's 
Foes!“ 


And 
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And if to Nzws+yarzrs thou turn'ſt thine eyes 
Hot-beds of treaſon; upon treaſon riſe, | 
Save Rosz's—guiltleſs of all wit-pollution ! 
But, if ſheer heavingſs can aid a cauſe, | þ 
GeorGt's two Brats* ſhall pound the People's jaws, 
As logs un lead do wond'rous execution. 


Rebellion taints a * iper, too, I think, 
And wond'rous danger hides within a wink z 
Much in a Ang, and much i in /; ified eyes ; 
But, if a groan eſcape, a Mox ARCH dies. 


Avcvsrvs acted very fagely—for as 

He loy'd two Poets; Virerr, call'd, and "OR 
He iſfued proclamation, where, quoth he, 

Let no one Poet, upon pain of death,” 

(And, Lord! how dangerous that ſame loſs of breath 0 
« Date, if he values life, to mention Mx.“ 


* Mr. Gzozxct Rosr; of the Ta AsU Av, is the Proprietor of 
two News Papers, miſnomered the Txuz Bxiton and Sun : the firſt, 
pleaſantly fabulous; and the laſt, never emitting a fng/e Ray. They 
are intended, however, as two brazen pillars of our happy Conſtitu- 
tion, acquaihting the world with every motion of MAE v. GednGe 
is really a character, and ſhould be brought a little more forward on 
the political canvaſs. To continue the metaphor, this Treaſury Cen- 
tleman has been kept too far in the bac ground. A hbiftory of his 
Bo parentage, and education, would prove a Jonne bouche for the 

tic. 


Vor. IV. 5 — It 
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It had a very fine effect, ſays Fare ; 
Een cats and puppies reverenc'd Cxgar's name? 
Thus let or CA mounted be on high, 
And no one take his nume in vain, but Prx. 
> bagog ant end © 
Behold the nl © Curxzse ! tame ſlaves of Pow's, 
Who, at a Maxpanix, in corners cow'r, 
Dropping to earth the eye with awe-clad head; 
While others yield themſelves to panting flight, | 
Not vent'ring to turn back the fearful fight,” | , _ 
Leſt a huge blunderbuſs ſhould firike them dead? 


Such fouts i m Barros Wa we ; hope. to, he? 


1. G99 i ne 


Haſte, haſte, the times to tremble thus at A 


EIT: < wy | 54 990 1 


Oh! as in Norman WEU s humbling ap... "I 
At eve, hall folemn Cuaraw' ound the knelt ;. 

And men, like babes, be fore d to bed away, 
Sem: as te hear the monitor bell J. 


Wen „ien eee: 


r e 
Ah may the Nonnen by the Mos de . 9912 


And, if allow'd the Heling of a view, melee 
Wheikr wth uf an pe — or tao? | 
3 La 10 « 
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And will not it be deem d a daring tlung 
To ogle through a e the Kings 
And will not RRxvxs's ſcouts to Jus tick ran, 4 
And ſwear the ſpying-glaſs a morifrous Grin? ? 


By thy ſage we potibiy alone, 
Like Dau Gepa, Georg may travel on, 
When, lo, of curſolity a head, 5 
A Peeping Tom, may from a window poke; : 
Then let the bullet or the fabre* stroke 
| Diſmiſs the ſauey Peeper to the dead. 


Aud, fince his MajzsTv is fand of hunting, 
Ah, let his company no more be hunling! 

A SWEEP may bear a very dangerous bruſh; 
BuTcutss may pull a cleaver from the frock; 
BazzrRs may launch at Majzsry a block, | 


Or baſon dart, or pike-like pole may puſh ; 


Jack Keren within his pocket hide his firing, 
And Cos.cexs launch their lap-ftones at their King: ; 
Since /uch too often, by ambition born, 

Join MajesrY, and Wnoor, and Houxp, and Hoxx! 


K k 2 And, 
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And, when our Kix to Weymouth ſhall-repair, tA 
Forget not thou an order to the Max'n, 0 
When in the tub the Rox AL Lies embarks, 

To read the Riot · act to firimps and fharks ! 


And now may Gop your hearts, ye Bz1roxs, turn ! 
Your fins in ſackcloth and in aſhes mourn : | 
Without ſigh, ta Myisrzgs TA 
Ye are but children yet, ſo mend your ways; 
Sing to the Lord (a ExXCHEQUER s Loxp 0 wh 
praiſe ; | 
And go to ſchool, good boys, 10 Goody Prrr. 


pat hark! a voice lt Ah, Prev Hides arts are 
n = 2 e 

% Bzrtoxs dare ſpeak, and, when oppreſs d, — 

* To Max the little privilege i is giv'n : 

« And, ſhould a MisckEAur curb it, (dead to ſhame) 

% May Alnion's Gexivs tear the Villain's frame, 

"i And ing it EIN to the fowls of * n i | 


"TT 


Whence is that . wund, alas! declare: 


* Gnosr of An bids a Rogus beware. 
10 MA 65 | 
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